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INTRODUCTORY 


WO.N.N E T. 


Wurv late I ſtray d where winding SLaxey flows, 
(The ſkirts of evening fring'd with ruddy gold,) 

Blue, like the miſt, a lovely Natad roſe, 

Fair was her form, her ſilver zone unroll'd, 

Her radiant ſemblance, glorious to behold : 

„Awake (ſaid ſhe) thy vocal ſhell for tame, 

Thy fire unchill'd by wayward fortune's cold, ) 

Emblaze thy page with HexnzieTTaA's name, 

= Her gen'rous worth ſhall fan the muſe's flame, 

The loves and graces to her train belong, 

Her friendſhip ſteady, beautiful her frame, 

% Nor er ſhall mem'ry wiſh to blot the ſong.” 

The nymph deſcends—the ſparkling waves divide, 

Bad her laſt accents murmur thro' the tide, 
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Prone der the crimſon'd deep, the ſetting ſun 
Rays his laſt ſmile ; the burnifk'd mountain-top, 
The waving foreſt, and the lofty ſpire, 

Catch the laſt glances of the fading day ; 

And yellow luſtre gilds the deeper green. 


Along the windings of the Avon - more, 
From where it mingles with its ſiſter wave“, 
And's clep'd Avoca, in lone muſing loſt, 
Let me indulge my ſolitary walk. 
Gay laughs the landſcape round; the ſloping lawn, 


| The Avon- beg. 
| | B 
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The wood-crown'd mountain, and the deep'ning vale, 


In ſplendid proſpect meet the raviſh'd eye. 


Thy worth, O Hayes, a much-indebted ſwain 
Wou'd gladly ſing : for thee his rural muſe 
Would watch the radiance of autumnal moons, 
And the keen luſtre of a ſtar-light eve, | 
When the quick fancy has its brighteſt flow : 
But far, thy worth tranſcends her Doric reed. 


Beneath the umbcage of thy friendly oaks, 
Now, for a moment, let me lonely fit, 
And catch the viſion as it ſweeps along. 


What is our theme? come, heav'n-born Eloguence, 
The muſe commands, you claim each muſe's ſong; 
Not my weak verſe, but mighty Homer's ſtrain; 

Or Themſon's, by true liberty inſpir'd. 


Without thee, what were all the gen rous thoughts, 
Which glow within th' exalted patriot's breaſt ? 
What were philoſophy's exhauſtleſs ſtores, 

That queen of nations, daughter fair of heav'n ? 
What was the raptur'd heat, the noble rage 

Of the ſublime enthuſiaſtic Bard, 

Unleſs gay damaſk'd over with the rich hnes 

Of Eloquence, ſmooth- flowing from the tongue. 
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Incomprehenſible her pow'rs divine! 


How clear, how. ſtrong, when arm'd in virtue's canſe,; 


Strong as the luſtre. of the mid - day ſun, 
Clear as the azure of the cloudleſs ſky, 


Tremble pale vice, now ſcreen thy guilty head, 
Call night's black gloom to ſhade thy flagrant crimes, 
Nor ſtem the torrent of her virtuous rage : 

The tyrant, arm'd with ſettled confidenee, 
Breathing. defiance againſt heav'n itſelf, 

Stain'd with the gen'rous patriot's ſacred blood, 
Leaded with curſes from th' afflicted heart, 
Which felt the ſcourge of his o'er-bearing pride, 
Pierc'd by her arrows, ſhudders at himſelf ; 

All, all his guilty ſoul is on the rack, 

Keen conſcience flaſhing: her vindictive day. 


Hail! virtuous Eloguence, all- potent queen, 
Thou firm ſupport of kingdoms, and of kings, 
Inciter fair to every noble deed ; 
By thee and honor, link'd in diamond chain, 
Long have fair-viſag'd fraud, baſe bribery, 
Corruption vile, and avarice been foil'd ; 
Though, by thoſe hell-wrought engines, cloſe beſieg'd, 
Oppreſſed Freedom ſhall uphold her head, 
By innate worth, and love of the ſuſtain'd, 
As long · defended Athens, well can prove. 
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Her glorious ſplendor now was all bedim'd ; 
LulId ia the lap of mean inglorious eaſe, 
Calmly ſhe ſlamber'd ; ſunk her martial fame; 
Sunk her ambition for the public good, 
And every virtue ſilent as the grave. 
No more her gates pour'd forth th' embattled war, 
Firm band of patriots, ſouls fix'd as fate, 
To nobly conquer, or to nobly die: | 
No more her naval power choak'd up the deep, 
Nor reign'd unrivall'd o'er the mid-· land main: 
Nor was ſhe honor'd as the queen of Greece, 
Now deep in golden luxury and eaſe, 
Breaſt-kigh, the ſwam, and gayly floated on: 
The names of Marathon and Salamicr, 75 


No more were ſoſter'd in her grov'ling thoughts: E 


The pleaſures of the theatre employ'd 

Her gliding moments: the well-manag'd ſcene 
Was deem'd of greater, greater moment far 
Than her own liberty, and life itſelf. 


Unſinew'd Greece, the Macedonian ey d; 
From the chill North he pour'd a num'rous train, 
An hardy band, innur'd to toilſome war. 
Swiftly he ſeiz'd the far-fam'd mountain paſs t, 
At once the glory and the ſtain of Greece : 


* Philip, King of Macedon. 
Thermopylæ. 


. 
The black-brow'd tempeſt now came lowring on, 
Frowning deſtruction ; awaken'd Athens rear'd 
Her nodding head, and wiſh'd to nod again; 
But, now an heav'n inſpir'd ſage aroſe. 
The ſun * of eloquence now ſhot his beams, 
And rouz'd the nations, ſwelld with all his rage, 
Fierce the Athenians ruſh'd, and call'd for arms. 
Bright in each breaſt, true patriotic zeal | 
Burn'd : the Macedonian here was ſtopp'd, 
And ſtopp'd his headlong torrent of ſucceſs. 
The force of ſteel, the ſtronger force of gold, 
By virtuous Eloguence, was here difarm'd. 
That glorious phalanx, terror of the plain, 
Invincible, infrangible itſelf, 
Broke the tough force of plated helm and ſhield ; ; 
Stretch'd the proud ſeed and rider in the duſt : 
In vain the wild mountain, horrid and ſublime, 
Heav'd his huge wood-clad ſummit to the clouds ; 
In vain the full-ſwoln river roar'd between; 
In vain the barren wild; in vain the ſtorm 
Blew rattling rain, and ſhot the moulded hail ; 
In vain the ſea of ice, and hill of ſnow ; | 
The northern nations, trembled at its name, 
FelPd ſoon beneath the vigour of its arm, 
Thrace, and [llyria, and their barb'rous ſons; _ 
Unconquer'd Phalanx! yet, *twas thine, to yield 


* Demoſthenes, 
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To eloquence and. virtue, for a time, 
Till __— at 44 0245 ren 


Hail! glorious ſage, who. e nature's.ſelf,, 
Tho alien-born to harmony divine, 


And all the ſoft perſuaſions of the tongue; 


But, yet, by care and aſſiduity, 
Unconquerable, he enjoy'd his wiſh, 

The ſcourge, of Philip and the boaſt of Greece. 
How oft he- tray'd beſide the hoarſe ſea-ſhore, 
Suiting the cadence of his untun'd voice 

To the wild murmurs of the ſounding main. 
Thus the lone heath, the barren mountain-top, 
Tilbd by the hand of the induſtrious ſwain, 
Floats with the golden waves of Ceres gay, 
Or ſmiles envernul'd with the dyes of Spring. 
What will not unremitting toil effect, 

In Virtue's cauſe, and by her ſoul inſpird? 


Great Rome had fallen from: her tow'ry height, 
When her own bowels with fierce rage rebell'd, 
And adverſe Eagles glitter'd ver the field, 
Had not the ſecond * founder of her walls, 
By his perſuaſive nervous eloquence, 
Hurl'd headlong down, the baſe perfidious tribe- 
To raven-wing'd perdition's dreary reign, 


Cicero. 
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Thy energy how great, extatic maid ! * 
| Bright and reſiſtleſs as the ſummer noon z 
But let us view the zenith of thy price, 


To dim thoſe radiant lights of Greece and Rome, 
From the north-welt a tide of glory flows, 
And ſtreams of, ſpleudor bluth along the ky ; 
Like the impetuous torrent, loud and ſtrong, 
Borne on a courſer of etherial ſpeed, 

Auguſt Jerne, hail thy honour'd“ Flood: 
The flaſhing bolts of Jove he deals around, 
Arm'd with the terrors of the ruſhing blaze; 
Clear and conciſe his manly eloquence, 
The trifling thought, the tinſel'd phraſe diſdains; 
Each period bound by adamantine chain, 
Pours on the mind conviction's fulleſt day. 


Ogle +, for thee, my muſe ſhall now entwine 
A vivid wreath; to thee the willing Nine 
On Bann:ww's flow'ry banks have oft repair'd : 
. On the bold Eagle's pinion you purſue 
Unſullied honour to her higheſt ſphere ; 
Menapia's | ſons with rapture ſee thee riſe 
To ſhield their liberties and guardian laws. 


* Right Han. Henry Flood, XI. P. for Enniſkillen. 
+ George Ogle, Eſq; M. P. for the county of Wextord. 


I The ancient name fer the counties of Wexford 
Waterford. 
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Now the deep river rolls majeſtie on, 

Thro' golden landſcapes, and thre' lofty woods ; 
Bright is his wave, his banks with plenty crown'd ; 
| The facred genius of the flood appears, 

(His ſea-green garment floating in the wind) 
And emulates our Huſcy's * liquid voice, 

| Whoſe gay, whoſe rich, whoſe finely-colour'd ſtile 
W Enchains Jerae's ſenatorial ſous. 


| 


Behold the guardian of the Atlantic main, 

| Riſing in ſimple majeſty, ſends forth 

A choſen youth to guard Jerne's rights, 

Daly + whoſe truth and genuine ſenſe mult claim, 
The courtier's ſanction, and the patriot's ſmile. 


Let candid friendſhip ſtring the golden lyre, 
And ParnelPs t worth ſhall be the muſe's theme; 
No ſounder judgment, and no truer heart; 

EF Anxious he withes for his c s weal, 

To give its lawful ſplendor to the crown, 

ud hold the ballance with a ſleady hand. 


Nor leſs in Albion's ſea-encircled reign 
Ines fame for Eloquence is known; 


* Right Hon. Walter Huſſey Burgh, M. P. for the Uni- 
E verſity of Dublin. 

+ Right Hon. Denis Daly, M. P. for the county of Galway. 
f + John Parncll, Eſq; NI. P. for Iniſtague. 
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Behold her Burke *,—ſublime and beautiful, 
Whom ſenates rev'rence, and whom nations love. 
The time will come, when party ſhall approve 
His honeſt heart, and his unſhaken zeal, 
Ev'n bluſhing Briſtol ſhall confeſs his wrongs. | 


Through verdant meads, and groves of ever green, 
The lone enthuſiaſt ſtill purſues his walk, 
LulPd by the murmurs of the haunted brook : 
Now in too daring numbers has he ſung 
Perſuaſive eloquence, the patriot ſage, | 
Who, fir'd by freedom, and his country's love, 
Speaks the free language of the honelt breaſt. 


All nature's fill—but why this quiv'ring blaze? 
Seraphic forms now glide athwart the duſk, | 
(Celeſtial brightneſs waving o'er their plumes,) 
li ſweep the lyre, and, what they dictate, ſing. 


Child of the eaſt, and daughter of the ſun, 
Thou ſpring of pleaſures, heav'nly Poeſy, — 
How thy idea ſwells my raptur'd breaſt ! 

Words ill can paint the tranſports of my ſoul ; 
O thou eternal ſun-ſhine of mankind, 
Their ſpring-tide hloſſom, and autumnal crop! 

Still let my genius ripen in thy beams, 

And reap the fruits of thy delicious clime, 


* Edmund Burke, Eſq; RI. P. for Malton. 
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What e'er is great, what &er is wonderful, 
What e'er can boaſt etherial beauty's bloom, 
*Tis thine, immortal goddeſs, to beſtow. 


'Tis thine, angelic maid, *tis thine to raiſe 
The kindling ſoul, to bid her walk the ſkies 
Above the circle of the ſun and moon, 

And the blue concave of the firmament. 

Thy enlighten'd mind. of man, by thee inſpir'd, 
Takes in ſtupendous Nature's utmoſt round, 
And caſts a glance into immenſity. 


By thy prevailing magic, dread amaze. 
Reigns uncontroll'd cer all the ſons of men! 
Gigantic heroes, whoſe enormous ſize | 
Surpaſs d the juſt proportion, whoſe vaſt ſtrength 
Shook Nature's ſelf on her eternal throne ! 

Oſt have they tore the mountain from his baſe, 

(. In vain his rivers, and his waſte of woods) 
They've rent the azure concave with their voice, 
And echo'd thunder in a louder ſound ! 

Lo! fell inchanters (a tremendous train!) 

Ride on the viewleſs courſers of the air, 

Call forth the ſhrouded ſpectre from the grave, 
Send him to glide beneath the duſky moon, 

And ſhake the curtains of the death-ſick man 
Thine are the Sy/phs, the Gnomes, and dapper Blues, 
Who ſport by ſtar- light o'er the evening dew, 
To the daz'd eye of the lone traveller ! 


Gave liquid numbers to the gliding brook, 
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V Tis thine to deck each hill, and fertile vale 
With the green honors of the ſmiling ſpring, 


Or crown the plain with autumn's waving gold. 


In thy ſoſt fong how ſmooth the ſliding fiream ! 
How gay the landſcape ! and how cool the ſhade! 
How wild, and how romantic is the grot, 

Hung with the tap'ſtry of the ivy green! 

The ſtill and pleaſing ſcenes of rural life, 

The tender ſhepherd, and his ſhepherdeſs, 

The flocks wide-ſpreading o'er the velvet lawn, 
The turft-built cottage, and each paſtral ſport, 
(Scenes in themſelves, that with an innate joy, 
To ev'ry ſoft ſenſation woo the ſoul, ) L 
Yet in thy page x double worth obtain, 

Ting'd by the dyes of Fancy's gorgeous bow. 


* Firſt in the golden eaſt the dawning beam 
Of Poeſy gleam'd forth—Thoſe ſhepherd ſwains, 
Who dwell'd beſide Zuphrate's ſilver flood, | 
Firſt felt the vigor of her cheering ray. 

IT was the conſpiring genius of their clime, 
"Twas the ſequeſter'd rural life they led, 

That ſwelPd their ſouls with ſuch exalted ſcenes ; 
For them all Nature ſpread her waſte of ſweets, 
Green'd ev'ry grove, and gave each flow its bloom, 
Breath'd all her aromatic gales around, 


And arch'd the ſhow'ry bow For them the morn 
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Don'd her fair virgin bluſh, and ſhed her dews 1 
For them the ſun roſe from the hoary ſea, 
And wav'd his crimſon banner thro' the ſky. 
On Sion's hill, by Fordar's reedy ſhore, 
Midſt CarmePs ſhades, by Silza's hallow'd fount, 
The kingly harp, and the prophetic lyre 
Reſounded wide Oer all the turban'd eaſt 
Is not the force of melody ſupreme? 
It is the ſacred charm of num'rous verſe, 
That keeps the haughty Arab unſubdu'd, 
And makes him own no maſter but his ſword ; 
Swift as the whirlwind's blaſt he ruſhes on, 
Chaunts his ſhrill matin, and inſults the foe. 
The various labours of a thouſand bards, 
Who ſung the praiſes of the brave and fair, 
Round the Caalla's * ſacred walls are hung. 
Encircled by a depth of gloomy woods 
The diſtant [ian owns thy ſov'ceign ſway, 
Divine Calliege—oft has he ſung, 
While Indus and the Canges from their urns, 
Have lean'd attentive and fergot to flow. 
Bold is the genius of the eaſtern bard, 
Valt as yon boundleſs ether is his foul, 
Wild and prodigious is his ev'ry thought: 
His, toc, is fair ſimplicity, which pours 


* A famous Temple at Mecca, ſuppoſed to have been buik - 
by Seth. Vide Herbclot's Biblotheque Orientale. 
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Her modeft charms, and ſoftens the ſublime : 
| ; Divinely noble is his glowing ſtile, 
y His are the whiſpers of the vernal breeze, 
And his the thunders of the ſummer ſky. 


Nor did the wide-extended eaſt alone 
-Baſk in the ſmiles of golden Poeſy, 
Borne on the morning's wing, ſhe ſoar'd aloft, 
| And journey'd onwards with the circling day; 
5 At length, in Greece, ſhe ſtaid her rapid courſe, 
| Pleas'd with the genius of that funny clime : 
The ſoul of poetry, hence, Homer ſprung ; 
And, hence, immortal Pindar's ſounding lyre, 
And the ſweet numbers of the Doric * ſtrain. 


Next in Heſperid's ſoil the muſe appear'd, 
Io blazon wide the deeds of haughty Rome. 

a Then Lucan ſhone, then lofty Statius ſung, 

| Then flow'd ſpontaneous Claudiar's golden lines, 
And gentle Ovid told his courtly tale. 
But ſhould my muſe attempt in feeble verſe 
To ſing the merits of each ancient bard, 
Soon would ſhe fail, unequal to the taſk, 
(Her waxen pinions melted in the ſun.) 


* Theocritus, Moſchus, and Bion. 
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Nor oder a tract of twice five hundred years 
We paſs, for Gethic datkneſs veil'd the land: 
Deeds of high proweſs, and fair chivalry, 
In tilt and tourney, and embattled field, 
Between the peers of lordly Charlemagne, 
And the proud Saracen, were then atchiev'd. 
Hence flow'd the theme 'of the Proven;al bard. 
From the rough Rhone to Aris laurebd ſhore, 
From Yallenir>a to Purehenee &, 
The Palatine and Paynini kniglu were fung 
In the great baren's banner'd hall; meanwhile 
His armed vaſſals, with attentive ear, 
Caught the enkindling tate, and grafpd the fword. 


Once more each ſhady grove, and flow'ry vale, 
Reſound the vocal fong. Where PMantur”s frrain 
To rural reed once tund Sicilan Nays, 

Thoſe ſhades which whifper'd AH once, 
Thoſe ſtreams which murmurd to Meno/ca's ſong. 
Now wave their boughs to tender Pe?rach's I voice, 
Now ſmoothly flow to Lauras honor'd name. 


0 Peirur eb, rhine was love's unſullied flame; 
Thine was the *pleafing langour of the ſoul, 


The ancient name for Naples. 
+ Though Petracch's principal reſidence was at Avignon, 
yet, he compoſed {evi ral of his pocms at the Italian fide of the 


Alps. 
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The tear full-ſpringing, and the heart-felt-figh ; 
Olt, when the evening ſpread her ſober veil 
O'er nature's face, then penſive muled he 
Thro' falling glooms beſide Yalcluſa's. ſpring; 
And then the ſadly- pleaſing ſcene inſpir d 
The melting ſonnet to his Zaura's praiſe; 


In great Boiardo, Scandiano's count, 
(That radiant morning of a. glorious day,) 
The epic muſe with dignity appear'd. 
Now ſtout Orlando and ferce Agricane, 
(The haughty Tartar: king) dire combat wag'd. 
Round fam'd Albracea, for Cathaya's queen. 
Brave Sacripante and Gradafſo bold, 
And Mandricardo, (names of high renown). 
From the good count to Arigſto came. 


Hail Ariofto / fieſt of poets hail ! 
Thine the attractive beauties of romance: 
Lo! through a wildly-pleaſing labyrinth 
Of knights, of faries, and gigantic deeds, 
We tread perplex'd; yet, ev'n thy errors pleaſe. 
So fares the man, who, in ſome lonely. clime, 
Led by an evil ſpirit, has miſs'd the path 
Which guides his footſteps to the wiſh*d-for way; 
Yet, ſcarcely could he chuſe, his hap revers'd: 
Hurry'd thro! mazy ſcenes of endleſs bliſs, 
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The ſteep· aſcending mountain, and che vale 


Unfolding all the treaſures of the ſpring; 
The ſtream meand' ring thro? the verdant lawn, 
And the brown. foreſt ſtretching wide around. 


Taſſo ! to thee each muſe a tribute owes, 
Illuſtrious offspring of that lofty “ bard, 
Who fings of Amidis and Oriane ; 

To thee belongs each elegance and grace; 
Nature from thee receives her fine! rints ; 
Pale are the roſes on the virgin cheek 

Of fair Clorinda,—the revengeful ford 

Of fierce Argantes flames, while Tancred inks, 
And blames the luckleſs valour of his hand. 
Perſection's thme—in thee ſublimity 
Mingles with mildeſt beauty's orient hues. 
So the great + maſter of the clear-obſcure, 
In juft proportion blending light and ſhade, 
Bids ev'ry ſoft and amiable grace 

Flow from his pencil—Thee, Marino now, 
With brighteſt wreath ſhall Cytherea crown, 
For her Adonis ſhall for ever bloom; 

Sebeto's banks have mourn'd the lover's fate, 


And pitying virgins wept along the Seine 5. 


* Bernardo Taſſo. 
1 Correggio. 


4 The firſt cditien of Marino's Adonis was printed at Pacis. 
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While o'er the ſouth the tide of fancy: flows, 
And ev'ry Latian wears the poet's bay, 
&« Under the foot of Mole, that mountain hore,” 
The loves of Arthur and his Fairy Queen, 
By gentle Spenſer, to the nymphs are ſung : 
With Tu/can greens he ſhades his Mulla's ſhore, 
They brave the cold blaſts of the freezing north, 


Nor ſeem to ſicken for Heſperian ſkies. 


The ſilver-footed maids of Tajo's ſtream, 
The ſacred ſiſters of Mondego's ſpring, 
To martial Cameens lent their willing aid. 
Whether he fought on Aries barbr'ous coaſt, 
Or, exil'd ſtem'd rough Mecon's adyerie wave, 
They ſooth'd his ſorrows, and aſſwag'd his toil 
With the bright proſpect of a fair renown, 
Which * virtue gives to all her ſons. 


Fam'd be ib orator's and poet's ſkill; 

Let the Phebian laurel ſhade their brow 
With ſmiling” chaplets of perenial green. 
But ſhall not great Apelles grace our ſong, 
Whoſe heav'n-wrought pencil bade the Paphian queen 
Riſe in a bluſh of beauty from the main? 
Shall not bold Raphael crown our raptur'd page, 
Whoſe manly touches ſtrike like Ilamer's flame, 
And milder Titian, whoſe refined {kill 
Vies with the poliſh. of the Mantuan lay? 

C 3 
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Firft Greeee, the queen of ev'ry gen'rous art, 
Of ſacred ſcience and philoſophy, 
In her kind boſom nurs'd the lovely Maid *, 
When liberty exalted ev'ry thought, 
And made the tyrant tremble at her name; 
When her proud navy triumph'd o'er the deep, 
And aw'd the monarchs of remoteſt lands; 
Twas then the ſpacious porticoe diſplay'd 
The glorious battles, which their fires had won, 
The martial aſpect, and heroic ſcar. 
Then was decypher'd the pavillion'd field, 
The marſhall'd hoſts, the ſhock of iron war, 
And the long ſeries of hiſtoric deeds. 
The artiſt, kindling with his country's love, 
Upon the breathing canvas boldly drew 
The proſtrate Perſian, and the conq'ring Greet. 
Gods! how he wiſh'd to have beheld the day, 
That gloricus day—had his thrice-happy ſword 
Been ſtain'd with eaſtern blood—Oh had his ſpear 
Feld ſome barbaric Satrap to the ground, 
His picture then had nature's ſelf outdone. 


When the great genius of the public good, 
With radiant flame illum'd each god-like breaft, 
Nor in-bred diſcord ſhook the tott'ring ſtate, 


— 


„Painting. 
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With higheſt bloom the Her arts then ſmil'd, 
And ſmooth'd the hardy warrior's roughen'd ſoul. 


The glorious ſons of heay'n then ſhone below, 
Robed in celeſtial dyes—all-mighty Jove 
Aim'd the red lighUning-thaft—the riven oak, 
See! where it withers on the blaſted hill, 
Smote by his vengeful hand—gigantic Mars 
ImpelPd his fiery itecds, claſhing his ſhield, 
While di/cord madden'd at the brazen ſound, 
And wav'd her torck—the trident-bearing Neptune 
Above the green ſurge rear'd his awful front, 
Expreiling majeſty ;—and Pallas bound 
Her ſhining temples with the olive bough. 
Thus the enthuſiaſtic painter form'd 
Etherial ſcenes to vulgar ken unknown. 


Some, nobly ſtudious of great nature's works, 
Painted the darkning horrors of the grove, 
The pendant mountain, and the falling ſtream, 
And the mild bluthes of an evening ſky: 

Such as now tinge thy woods, fair Avondale ; 
Romantic dale ! where roſy ſpring ſtill finds 
New lawns to vermeil, and new groves to green. 


If e'er the gods have granted poet's wiſh, 
Ta ſome ſuch ſcene, oh! may I cloſe my days, 


| 
| 
| 


3 
With ſmiling friendſhip, and with thee, my Young e, 
With thee, my earlieſt, and my matchleſs friend. 


What &er of Tempe, fam'd Tleſhhan vale, 
Of dripping rock with richeſt foliage crown'd, 
Of tinkling rill, of wild tantailic oak, 
The god-like maſters of the Ivre have ſung, 
Here woo the-mule, and there the + Gothic pile 
Courts Ro/a's pencil: Shall not picture now 
Shake off her duſt, and brighten from che tomb? 


When Crecce no more could call one hero her's, 
The lib'ral arts with haſty ſtep ſoon fled, 
Sought the protection of imperial Rome, 
And gayly flouriſh'd in th* Auſonian land. 
Then, from the ſunleſs chambers of the north, 
Loud Borcas ruſtd; upon his ſtormy wings 
The barb'rous nations rode with wild career 
The Goths and Yanda!; from their icy hills 
Pour'd down reſiſtleſs on th? enteebled ſouth ; 
In one promiicuous tide they ſwept away 
The Roman learning, and the Roman name. 
Blind ſuperſtition and dark ignorance, 
With cumb'rous ſhackles chair?d the ſoul of Man, 
And o'er his reaſon calt a miſty cloud: 


® Rev. Matthew Young, Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, 
+ A ſummer-houſe in the wood at Avondale. 
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No ray of learning then diſpell'd his gloom : 
Unhappy mortal! like the ſavage beaſt, 
He ſought for ſuſtenance, but ſought no more. 


At length the morning ſtar of ſcience roſe, 
Leo! whoſe honor'd name the muſe ſhall fing, 
(For to the muſe he was a ſteadfaſt friend) 
Immortal Leo, hail! thy ſpirit rouz'd 

The ſons of ſcience ſrom their heavy trance: 
Twas then the poet and the painter ſhone 

In their meridian blaze that knew no cloud; 
Then the green laurel lent its ſacred ſhade 
Then the rough As and pine-clad Appennine, 
In more exalted grandeur met the ſkies ; 
Then the Po roll'd a more majeſtic wave. 


"Twas then that Raphael burſt upon the day, 
At once his daring pencil vanquith'd Greece. 
Something ſo noble in his forming touch, 
Something ſo manly in his bold defign ; 
"Twas his in compoſition to excel ; 

"Twas his alone to paint th' hiſtoric tale, 
T expreſs the paſſions in their ſtrongeſt glow, 
To bid the picture kindle into life. 


Nov the fam'd maſter of Venezia: ® ſchool, 
Iato perfettion the ſmooth portrait wrought. 


* Titian. 
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The whole ſo finiſh'd, that baſe envy. pin'd 
To view a piece, which ſhe herſelf mult praiſe: 
His were the bright tints ot the various bow; 
With mellow*d luſtre the red-bluſhing roſe, 
And the white lily's native hue combin'd 
Fair nature's fair carnation to excel. 


Hail! great Correggio, whoſe: unequall'd touch 
Breathes matchleſs grace and harmony divine; 
Wich what nice judgment light and ſhade are join'd,! 
To thee uufolded was the twine of light, 
Which in late ages our great New/on found. 
Thy vivid tints th' angelic choir inveſt 
With roſeate beauty's ſmile; thy pencil paints 
Their ſoften'd ſplendors, and celeſtial bloom; 
Veil'd in a robe of light they melt away, 
Like ſhow'rs deſcending in an April ſun. 


The page of nature: was diſplayed fair 
To Lorrain's view, from thence th' ideas roſe 
In bright ſucceſſion on the painter's mind. 
His flowing pencil paints the moſs-grown cave, 
The ſmooth - reffecting ſurface of the ſtream, 
Th' inverted foreſt, and the downward ſky; 
The torrent tumbles from the green caſcade, 
And the white waves proclaim the mighty roar ; 
Rich are his clouds, that fleece th' etherial vault, 
And to our eye tranſmit the meeken'd day— 


The full:moon\ from her ſtar- beſpangled throne, 
With brighUning filver ſtreaks the duſky green, 
And ſtreams mild radiance o'er the ruſſet hill 


To the ate caſtle's ſummit, where the owl 
Chaunts her fad ſonuet from the ivy'd wall. 


— 


0 
Conceive illuſtrions Napbars bold deſion® 

Join'd to the mellew'd ſtyle of Tiliuu's ſchool; 

To theſe Correggio's {kill in light and ſhade, 

Roſs bold toueh, and dds graceful air. 

Behold the ſun ef picture but alas ! 

So bright a ſun thall neter aſeend our ſxies. 


But hark the loudly-ruſhing eataract 
Shoots down: the ſteep Fancy awaken'd, ſtarts 
From her fond dream, and views the-awtul ſcene. 
Smootiy tothe ſummit ot ehe ſloping hill, 
Thro' groves of lofty fir, and beechen ſhade, 
"I weenfowrybanks with daffodillies crown'd, 
The roſe and violet of impurpled hae, 

Rolls the blue ſtream, till oppoſition rears 

His ſrowning barrier; then the tortur'd wave, 

Laſh'd into four, rares oer the mighty rocks, 

Bounding from fall to fall thro Gothic gloorns, 
O'er- areb d by ſtatelieſt trees of foreſt<growth, 

Until it mingles with the Avon mere; 


here the broad river ſweeps a mighty arch, 
Beneath a creſcent of aipiring hills, 
Waving with wild woods in theatric pride. 


OWN 
Here, in the ſultry ſummer noon, O Hayes, 
With the fair partner of thy happy lot, 
(The proſpect bright'ning in the lover's eye) | 
Oft will you court the freſhneſs of the breeze, 1 
And of the amaranth and crocus wild, E 
Entwine a garland for thy ſhepherdeſs; 
While the three Syren Graces * ſweetly ſing, 
The green grove echoing to their matchleſs lay. 


Thus have I ſung in ſecret ſhade reclin'd, 
Where poliſh'd Hayes and all the virtues dwell, 
The lofty orator's commanding voice, 
The poet's fancy, and the pencil's bloom. 
Ye blue-ey'd nyn:phs of ſilver Avon-more, 
Ye green-rob'd dryads cf the ſairy dale, 
To ſolemn ſounds ye've tun d my lender reed, | 
And bound with laurel-wreath my ruſtic brow. | [| | 


Oh1 if the gods would give a length of years, 
Poetic leiſure, and the {mile of Hayes, 
Then ſhould we boldly ſing in martial {train 
The puiſſant force of Cæur de Liom's ſword, | 
Fieree deeds of arms, and feats of hard emprize: t, 
The diſtant eaſt ſhould hear the trumpet's blaſt, 4 < 
The ſtartled Sar*zan ſhould arreſt his lance, : 
And turban'd ſultans tremble at the found. 


* The Right Hon. Lady Anne Talbot, and Ladies Theodoſia ' 
and Arabella Croſbie, ſiſters to the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Giagdore. 
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To ſacred friendſhip I devote my muſe, 
For her my humble rhymes ſpontaneous flow; 
What nobler theme could antient poet chuſe? 
The greateſt bleſſing of this world below, 


The fineſt feeling which the gods beſtow. 


For thee, my friend, immortal Odin waits; 
Thy fair.atchievements will demand his ſmile; 
Palballa ſhall unfold its golden gates; 

The ſplendid banquet ſhall reward thy toil, 

Or for thy meed receive the Noble Ie, 


The Noble Jie, where dwell the barons bold, 
Whoſe hardy proweſs has upheld thy name; 
When friendſhip's tear ſhall wet thy aſhes cold, 


Like theirs ſhall ſhine thy deeds, like theirs exp * m : 
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DISSERTATION. 


PoxrRx, like the fun, made her firſt appear- 
ance in the Eaſt, and her influence was extended 
alſo to the remoteſt regions of the North. Whilſt 
ſhe heightened the luxury of the effeminate Per- 
an, ſhe mitigated, alſa, the labours of the rough 
Scandinavian. If Mohammed filled his paradiſe 
with the Houries of the Koran, Odin alſo peopled 
his Valhalla with the deitics of the Edda. 


We have long ſtigmatized the antient inhabitants 
of the North with the epithets of harbaraus and fa- 

vage, without being converſant either in their lan- 
guage or antiquities: We have too ſervily relied 
upon the teſtimony of the Roman hiſtorians, who | 
Had a ſtrong antipathy to thoſe Cethic conquerors, 


and tqok every opportunity to throw an odium on 
their name. 


But perſons who have read the Telandic Edda, 
and the ggmpoſitions, of ſome of their Sca/ders, 
declare themſelves of another opinion; they tell 
us that their ſentiments, though tinctured with 
ferocity, were liberal and generous; that their 


hh | 
language, though inferior to the Greet or Latin, 
was nervous and expreflive; and that many of their 


ſongs breath all the enthuſiaſm of poetry. 


To them we are indebted for laying the founda- 
tion of that liberty which we now enjoy; they 
were the heroes who broke the ſplendid ſhackles 
with which domineering Rome had fettered man- 
kind for ſo many ages; and they ſeem to have 
been the people in the world the beſt calculated 
for ſuch an enterprize, for the love of military 
atchievments was their favourite paſhon. Their 
religion, their laws, their cuſtoms, and even their 
amuſements made them ſoldiers. Thoſe who fell 
in battle were honored and reſpected, and their 
names were handed down to poſterity by the bard: 
they ſunk not into oblivion, like thoſe who died 
of ſickneſs or old age, but they were conſigned 
to a glorious immortality; they were received into 


the hall of Odin, where they till enjoyed the 


combat and the feaſt. 


Amongſt men, who were defirous of an after 
reputation, the Sca/ders or Bards muſt have been 


held in high eſtcem; and we find that they were 


careſſed both by the king and people: the nor- 
thern princes retained them in their /uite, and they 
D 3 
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were moft eminently favoured by thoſe monarchs, 
who are foremoſt in the roll of fame. With their 
harp, they either animated the ſoul of the war- 
riour for the battle, or melted it into joy for con- 
vivial ſcenes. They had the moſt honorable ſcat 
at the banquet, and received magnificent preſents 
for the verſes which they compoſed. 


This was the period in which poetry received 


the moſt ſoothing and diſtinguiſhed honors. Many 


of the Sca/ders were perſons of high rank and 
Muſtrious birth; and even princes and kings were 
the votaries of the muſe. Reguvald, count of the 
Orcades, was a celebrated poet; and he boaſts in a 
compoſition of his, which ſtill remains, that he 
knew how to write on every ſubject. Regner Lad- 
brog was not leſs famous for his pen than for his 
ſword, and he has deſcribed his own exploits with 
the fame bold and generous ſpirit, that enabled 

him to atchieve them with ſo much renown, The 
ſtile of the Scalder is for the moſt part ſtrong and 


| figurative, and his machinery (if I may be allowed 
| the expreſſion) is extravagantly noble. The battles 


of his gods are deſcribed with a more gloomy ſo- 
lemnity than thoſe in Homer: nothing leis than 


the diſſolution of the world is the object of their 
| conteſt, and when Odin falls, creation expires. 


E 

Runic poetry, however, has its defects; it is at 
times turgid and obſcure, and the bard too often 
looſes himſelf in the exuberance of a flowing fancy. 
His alluſions are ſometimes too far fetched, and 


his piece is without connexion or deſign. We muit 
not expect that juſtneſs of ſentiment, or that 
purity of diction, which is to be met with in the 
poets of Greece and Rome; hurried on by the im- 
petuoſity of his genius, he torgets the mechaniſm 
of poetry, and paſſing the bounds of probability, 
creates a new world for himſelf: Giants, Dwarts, 
and Fairies are his agents; and, when occation 
requires, the wand of the magician ſummons the 
ſpectre trom the grave. | 


From the ſongs of the Sca/ders, the romances 
of the Provengal. bards have probably originated ; 
and to the latter, we arc indebted for “ the golden 
% dreams of Aristo, and the ccleſtial viſions of 
& Tajſo.” The notion of the exiſtence of ſuper- 
natural beings was alſo introduced into Europe by 
the Arabs, in the cight and ninth, and atterwards 
by the Cruſaders, in the eleventh and twelfth cen- 
turics. Thus, we ſce, that the ſame tenets prevailed 
in the North and Eaſt : but this would be no lon- 
ger a matter of ſurprize to us, if we could tuppoſe 


that Odin, the founder of the Gothic mythology, 
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was an Afatic, and that he had introduced into 
Seandinavia thoſe doctrines which had been pre- 
dominant in his own country. But the expedition 
of Odin ſeems to be nothing more than a ſplendid 
fiction. Though the compoſitions of the Scalders 
were very numerous, yet, few of them have eſ- 
caped the wreck of time, and the memory of the 
authors has periſhed with their productions. The 
abilities of the Scalder may be compared to the 
rays of paſſing light, when launched out into the 
regions of infinite ſpace, from whence they are 
never to return, and where their heat and ſplendor 
will be diffuſed in vain. 1 pgnc 


The author of the following Odes has ventured 
upon a ſubject which, perhaps, may appear obſcure 
and unintereſting to many; the late ingenious Mr. 
Gray has been his guide; and happy ſhould he 
think himſelf, if, at an humble diſtance, he could 
purſue the ſteps of ſo great a maſter. Well may 
he addreſs his muſe in the words of Statius, 


Nec tu divinam ZEneida tenta, 
Sed longe ſequere et veſtigia ſemper adora. 


The three firſt ſtanzas of the firſt Ode contain 
a deſcription of the Vulballa, or hall of Odin, as it 


Ln $55.1 


is deſcribed in the Edda, Bartholinus de cauſis con- 
temnende mortis, and other northern writers. 

In the fourth and fifth ſtanzas of the ſame Ode, 
the Flath Innis, or Noble Me, is deſcribed ; it was 
the paradiſe of the Ce/tz, and differed in ſome 


particulars from the Valhalla. 1 


_ te — 


In the former, the mind-was not fatigned with 
ſcenes of unvaried carnage 3 but the imagination 


was ſoothed by the moiſt pleaſing proſpects; the 
ſunny landſcape, and the murmurs of the falling 
ſtream, were contraſted to the dreadful glitter of | 
armour, and the thock of encountering heroes. | | 


| 


The ſecond Ode is ſtill more obſcure than the 


füirſt, as, in ſome meaſure, it comprehends almoſt 


the whole Scandinavian mythology, which is a | 
ſpecies of literature at preſent but little known 3 
therefore, to throw ſome degree of 1i ght upon ſo 
dark a ſubject, a few notes have been po 
which” may help to explain ſome paſſages; that 
otherwiſe might appear rather diſſicult to thoſe 
who are not verſed in {ce/andic learning. 


THE 
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I. 

Irvsrxious eg, whoſe deathleß fame 

The Sealder*s* ſong ſhall blazon wide: 
In airy proſpect ſee ! they ſtream, 
| Kings and heroes ſwell the tide : 
A ſhining train (their tribute to receive) £ 
From bright Valhalla + pours (the manſion of the brave) 
In long array the godlike forms appear, 
(Their harneſs bright ning in the weſtern beam) 
| They ſhake the glitt'ring ſword, and pointed ſpear ; 
Their poliſh'd helms with dreadful ſplendor gleam : 

on airy: ſteeds the warriors ruth along, 


Swift as the denen we e n. trong 


it 


The bard among the antent u- were called : 
Scalders. 


| + FYalballa, in the Tcelandic, ſignifies the paradiſe of the brave. 
t was the hall of Odin, and the manſion appointed for thoſe, 
ho fell in battle, whilſt thoſe who died of fickneſs or old age 
. to Ni/blcim, the hell of the Gotbi. N over which 
i Hela, 8 


C37 1 


IT. 
Now the rage of combat burns, 
Haughty chiefs on chiefs lie Main ; 
The battle glows and ſinks by turns, 
Death and carnage load the plain. 
Pale fear, grim horror lialk around ; 
The blood of heroes dies the vernant ground. 
But at the brazen trumpet's {hrilling call, 
Quick into life the eager champions ſpring ; \ 
With headlong ſpeed they crowd the banner'd hall, 
Where fits enthron'd in gold the ſceptred king, 
Immortal Odin, ſov'reign of the gods, 
Who rays with glory's beams Yalhalia's bright abodes. 


III. 
Their banquet is the mighty chine, 
Of th' immeaſurable boar; 
Virgins“ of immortal line 
Preſent the goblet foaming oer: 
Of heroes ſkulls the goblet's made, 
With figur'd deaths, and ſnakes of gold inlaid, 


\ g 5 ; 
* Theſe were the Vallyriert, or chooſers of the lain; they 
were mounted on ſwift horſes, with drawn ſwords in their 
Hands, and in the tumult of the battle, ſelected thoſe who were 


to be ſlain, and conducted them to the Yalballa, where they 


afterwards were cup-bearers to them at the feaſt. 


£ 


1 386 J 
The king * of men with bounteous ſmile ſurveys, 
Thoſe dauntleſs ſouls, who fell in glory's caule ; 
Who vow'd to him the period of their days, 
Who fought his battles, and upheld his laws: 
For thoſe Serimner + on the board is ſpread, 
And on Lerada's | leaves the ſhaggy goat is fed. 


IV. 

Far in the Weſt there lies an iſle 5, 
Laſh'd by the tempeſt and the wave; 
Rude rocks (a formidable pile) 

The fury of the Ataniic brave; 


Winds roar, and oceans rave in vain, | 
Unmov'd the Noble Ie for ever ſhall remain. 


One of the appellations of Oziz, who was the chief of the 
© gods, according to the Gothic mythology. 


+ The name of the inexhauſtible boar, which was the food 
of the departed heroes in the Yalbalia, 


. 


: There is a large goat in the Fallalla, which feeds upon 
the leaves of the tree Lerada, and from this goat, the heroes 
have a ſufficient quantity of mead to incbriate them every day. 


& The paradiſe of the antient Celiz was called the Flath Tnnis 
er Neble Iſle. For a particular account of it, ſee M* Pher ſon's In- 
troduftion to the Hiſtory of Great Britain and Ireland. 


[ 39 J 
Here length' ning diſtance fades not on the ſight, 
Nor nearneſs throws fatigue upon the eye; | 
Mild and reſplendent are the beams of light, 
Empurpled bluſhes deck the vernal ſky ; 
The ſun in brightneſs ſhines along the hills, 
Green are th' emboſom'd vales, perennial are the ri!ls. 
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V. 
From Selma's“ halls, and M. or venꝰs ſtreamy coaſt, 
When death has ſped his bitter ſhaft, 
Deſcends the viſionary hoſt : 
The morning breezes on their pinions waft 
The blooming fair, who here receive 
The meed of virtuous love, the ſpirits of the brave. 
Some chace with hounds the ſhadowy deer, 
Some to the harp attune the ſong ; 
Some to the ſtreamlet lend an ear, 
Which wildly murmurs through the vale along: 
Some, who in life had prov'd the gen'rous friend, 
Enſhrin'd in hov'ring clouds ſtill on his ſteps attend. 


Selma wes the palace cf Fingal, king of Merden, which 
ſuppeſed to be the weſtern part of Arge. 
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VI. 
Hence the love of combat flows, 
Hence the warrior's throbbing breaſt ; 
Bright his kindling courage glows, 
Fierce he ſhakes his frowning creſt : 
He graſps his ſword, he burns with noble rage, 
To ruſh where thronging hoſts, and giant chiefs engage: 
In other climes his glory ſhall be known, 
For him the tale ſhall live in future times; 
For him his ſons ſhall rear the chiſeld ſtone, 
For him the harps of bards and Renic * rhymes : 


With ſtreams the drooping eagle mourns his fall, 


And his the Neble Ile, or Odin's echoing hall. 


VII. 
Loſt in wild Fancy's fairy dream, . 
Bright viſions pals'd before his eyes; 
The gods, and heroes were his theme, 
Who roll the thunder of the 1kies :; 
To ſooth his ſorrows for a while, 
Thus ſung the Scalder of the Lonely Je + : 


The anticnt Gothic characters were called Rune, which 


ſignifies cut or engraved. It is ſuppoſed that they were firſt in- 
troduced into the north of Europe by 04in. 


+ The name of Iceland in the language of the Scalders. 


(41 J 
A ſhaggy rock o'erhung the raging flood, 
Here ſat the tow'ring bard in dreadful ſtate ; 
Loud roar'd the tempeſt through the craſhing wood; 
Rude was the ſcene, majeſtically great: 
The weſtern clouds ſtill held their yellow glow ; 


And Hecla pour'd her flames thro! boundleſs waſtes of 
ſnow. | 
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Twilight of the Gods. 


E. 


I. 


Tur duſky moon is ſtreak'd with blood, 
The demons of the tempeſt roar ; 

A deluge ſwells the mountain flood, 
The clouds deſcend in ſtreams of gore: 
From the dark manſions of the north, 

Now the great * winter ruſhes headlong forth. 
His facred beam the golden ſun fhall hide, 
Nor ſpring nor ſummer ſhall enrich the plain ; 
No vales ſhall flouriſh in autumnal pride, 

Bat winter drear ſhall hold unceaſing reign, 
Till the great f dragon terrible and ſtrong, 
Unwinds his ſweepy folds, and ſhoots the ſeas along. 


* A moſt ſevere and inclement ſeaſon was to precede the dif- 
ſolution of the world, and is emphatically called in the Edda, 
the great winter. | 


+ Formungandus, or the great ſerpent, was ſuppoſed to encir- 
cle the whole earth with tke folds of his body; he is ſaid to havo 
been begot by Lale the evil being, 
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IT. 

Th' eternal hills ſhall melt away, 
Earthquakes rock the trembling ground; 

Fenris * ſeize the orb of day, 
The ſerpent ſhed his poiſon round : 
Thick darkneſs and ſubſtantial night - 
Shall quench the ftars of heav' n, and blot the che arſul 
light. 


Athwart the radiant + bow, which girds the ſkics, , 


2 


Glance the wing'd genii of etherial ſpeed ; 
Along the ranks of gloomy Surtur f flies, 
He ſhakes his ſun- bright ſword, he pricks his ſeed : 
The ſwelling dragon rears his horrent creſt, 
Fell Garmus { barks aloud, Lote puts his lance in reſt. 


* The wolf Fenri: was brother to the great ſerpent. 


+ The rainbow is called ia the Edda, the bridge of ZBifrof, 
the eval 1 were to croſs it as they marched againſt the 1 


} Surtur was the principal leader of the evil genii. 


& A great dog, which had been chained for ages, but was te 
be let looſe at the approaching diſſolution of the world. 
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III. 
His ſhrilling trumpet Heimdall blows, 
Swift to the prophetic + Spring 
For counſel royal Odin goes, 
The Zagk | beats his iron wing; 
Sl:ipner F gives a dreadful bound, 
The great a/h waves its hundred boughs around. 
The Lord of latiles | in bright armour cas d, 
Wields the gigantic ſabre in his hand; | 
The golden helmet on his brow is lac'd, 
He darts from file to file, from band to band. 
The gods are arm'd, the heroes hurl the ſpear, 
They blaze before the van, they thunder in the rear. 


* Heimdal was the meſſenger of the gods. 


+ This ſpring was called the fountain of Mimi:; it flowed 
from one of the roots of the great aſh Taroſi. 


4 This Eagle belonged to Odin, and perched in the boughs of 
the great aſh. 


$ Slipner was the fteed of Odin, he was remarkable for 
having cight fect. 
one of the appellations of Odi 
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Haughty deeds the chiefs eſſay, 
The king of men, (his armies ſhield) 
Scatters terror and diſmay, 
Encounters Fenris in the field : 
The king mutt fall (relentleſs fate!) 
Beneath his foe, tho' brave, the? good, tho? great! 

But Vidars * faulchion ſhall revenge his death; 
See! the wolf bleeds in agonizing pangs, 

Th' expiring ſerpent with his pois'nous breath, 
Kills mighty Thor the ſounding bowſtring twangs ; 
Loud claſh the bick'ring ſwords, the jav'lins flie, 
They cut the liquid air, they ſhade the golden ſkie. 


V. 
Lale and valiant Heimdal fall 
In cruel fight by mutual wounds ; 
Wild uproar lords it over all, 
Grim Surtur, whom black fire ſurrounds ; 
(Grim Surtur of tremendous name) 
Launces a deluge of devouring flame: 


Vidar was one of the ſons of Odis. 


+ Thor was the eldeſt ſon of Odin. 
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The ſan himſelf, (immortal fount of light) 
And this terreſtrial globe he ſhall conſume ; 
But lo! a ſecond earth ſerenely bright, 
Shines from the wave, and burſts the ſettled gloom. 
In Gimies “ halls reſide the juſt and brave, 
While the baſe Caitiff's chain'd in Naſfrond's dreary 


Cave. 


Aſter the conflagration of the world, and the death of Odin with 
the other gods, a new heaven and a new earth were to appear; 
a ſumptuous palace covered with gold and jewels, and which in 
the Edie is called Gille, was to be the eternal habitation of 
the juſt and virtuous; but the perjured, the aſſaſſin, and the 
adulterer were to be confined in the cave of NNafiroxd, (which 
word ſignifies the ſhore of the dead) and there they were to be 
puniſhed with everlaſting torments. 


Gieruſalemme Soggettita “. 


To old Belgard, Sir Claribell 
Relates his deleful tale 

Haw Sion's ſacred fort is ta'en, 
Aad Sarzan fone prevail. 


egal. 


O MORTAL man! how vain thy notions are, 
Who ween'ſt on earth to find ability 

On earth all things for ever changing were, 

And all are ſubject to infirmity : 

Decays each thing that wonneth under ſky; 
Feruſalem ! thou city of our Lord, 

How many various chances didſt thou try! 
Once held by men, who higheit God ador'd, 


But now enthralled art by Pazmim's ruthleſs ſword. 


* The avthor is aware, that the great battle between Saladin 
and Guy de Liſgaas, was fought near the Lake of Tiberias ; but 


he choſe Jer lea, as being mere poetic ground. 
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Hail, Co/inet “, thou blytheſt of the train, 
That woo'd the muſe by Helizenien ſpring ; 
With thee may laurel girlond ſtill remain, 
And on thy grave may roſy-boſom'd ſpring, 
Her incenſe ſcatter from dew-dropping wing : 
In thy Nepenthe let me ſteep my quill, 
And with thy finger touch the trembling ſtring, 
When thrown beſide the wildly-murmuring rill, 
I view the evening ſhade deſcend from Als hill. 


III. 
Whylome in Erin wonn'd a gallant knight, 
Well verſed was he in cach martial deed ; 
Oft did he guide the raging ſtorm of fight, 
Ott did he launce the ſpear and rein the ſeed ; 
And oft he made the proweſt Paymim bleed, 
Thrice did he combat in the holy lond, 
And captive pilgrim from vile thraldom freed ; 
And thrice on /ndian ſhore unſheath'd his brond, 
And dy'd with faithleſs blood the rich Egyptian ſtrond. 


IV, 
But now the ſummer of his life was paſt, 
And rigid winter eloath'd his head with grey; 
His mighty limbs and finews ſtrong were braſt, 


And to his valiant heart his hand ſaid nay; 


* Spenſer. 
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Nor ſtrove he now ia honorable fray, 
His long try'd arms of adamantine mould, 
Whoſe glorious luſtre dim d the radiant day, 
And all his war-like trophies manifold, 
The ſtrong and ſtately pillars of his hall upheld. 


V. 
Three ſons he had, three gallant ſons they were, 
And like their fire in field of Mart renown'd ; 
High deeds atchieved they, moſt paſſing rare, 


In Zuropean and in Aſſan ground; 

Yet {till with ſplendid conqueſt were they crown'd : - 
Now did they combat *gaialt the unbaprtiz'd, 

And were in Palgſlina to be found ; 

Their deeds of hardiment all men ſurpriz'd, 

And by their chivalry themſelves they eterniz d. 


VI. 

Large and expanded was their father's ſoul, 
Ne once by ſordid narrow thought confin'd; 
Ne could baſe avarice his will conttoul, 
For ſtill to bounty-head he was inclin'd, 
And on fair honor ever ſet his mind: 
The paſſing knight was till his welcome gueſt, 
And courteous entertainment ſtill did find, 
When the broad moon illum'd the crimſon'd eaſt, 


Unfolded were the gates, and ſpredden was the feaſt. 


Why 


X. 
In Ari Glynne this baron's caſlle ſtood, 
The lovelieſt Glynne, of lovely /nnisfail ; 
In ſtatelieſt pride here frown'd the dark'ning wood, 


Here ſtreamlets murmur'd down the vernant vale; 
Here harveſts wav'd beneath the evening gale, 
Here ſtags high-bounding roam'd the wild Gaultezs, 
Along whoſe ſides the ſheets of vapour fail ; 

Where deep entraunc'd the lonely hunter ſees 
Ideal ſorms to mount the pinions of the breeze. 


| FALL 
But Arl» Glynne, thy glories are no more, 
Fell'd are thy forets by the ruthleſs hand 
Of wild extravagance, ſtill craving more 
To laviſh id! y on lus ſcoundrel band, 
In ſottiſh pleaſures, which the fool had plan'd: 
Ev'n now ſome traveller of curious eyne, 
All o'er they rev'rend ruias takes his Rand, 
Sighs o'er the ſpot where once in fortune's ſhine, 
Belgardo, good and brave, with errant kmghts did dine. 


IX. 

Old night aſcended had her ſtarry wain, 

And with her ruſſet veil the landſcape clad; 
When towards Belgards's caſtle thwart the plain, 
A ſtranger knight advanc'd of ſemblaunce ſad, 
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And mournful arms of ſable hue he had; 
Strong ſeem'd his arm to ſtem the battle's rage, 
Upright his portaunce was of nought ydrad, 
His ſteed did ſeem of ſtately carriage, | 
And by his maſter's fide there ran his tiny page. 
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X. 
With glorious wounds the warrior's face was ſcar'd, 
And honour's badge was ſcored on his breaſt; 
Both ſhield and habergeon were foully marr'd, 
And well their owner's martial mind expreſt : i 
The ſhining helmet and the waving creſt, | 
By dint of ruthleſs ſword were rudely ſhent; * 
A ſoaring hawk was on his ſhield empreſt, | 
Which towards yon azure arch her journey bent, 
And clang'd her ſounding wings as thro? the air ſhe 
went. 
XI. 
From lofty ſell the ſtranger knight deſcends, 
And many ſquires and pages round him wait; 
By thoſe conducted to the hall he wends, 
Where old Belgardo fate in princely ſtate, 
Who roſe from couch to do him court'ſy great, 
And him faluted in moſt lovely guiſe ; 
 Heap'd was the table with moſt dainty meat, 
Such as ſhrewd cook could by his art deviſe, | 
And the clear chryſtal vaſe with purple, Bacchus dyes. 
F | 
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Art XII. 

Now ſated hunger was, and ſated thirſt, 
And ready ſervants tables mov'd away; 
Then old Belgard, his. gueſt addreſſed firſt, 
Kind courteous Sir, one boon I craven may, 
Of thy proud deeds and lineage the diſplay ; 
For well I ween that noble is thy rain, 
And ſtrong thy hand in fierce Bellona's fray, 
Thy port and countenance aread thee plain; 
To be in knightly thews an honorable ſwain. 


| XIII. 

Then bowing low the ſtranger knight reply d, 
Moſt noble hoſt, thy will be quickly done; 
My name is Claribell, myſelf I pride, 
Ne high emprize, ne danger dread to ſhun ; 
But ſpread my fame from tone to tother ſun, 
Where the broad Shannon pours his echoing wave, 
There Bravadore, my father, held his wonne, © 
Whilome in deeds of war a champion brave, 


Now freed from toil and care he fleeps in filen t grave. 


* 


n 1 ; 
When thrice five ſummers I had fully ſeen, 
Myſelf I furnithed with ſhining ſhield, 
And cas'd my manly limbs in armour ſheen, 
Aud with my thund'ring courſer beat the field; 


C $4 
And 'gainſt diſmay my haughty courage ſteel : 
Towards fair Jeruſalem 1 ſhap'd my road, | 
Where cruel Infidels in battle yield ; 
Where frowning war in all his horrors glow'd, 
And ſtain'd with human gore diſcolour'd Fordan flow'd, 


XV. 

Now royal Zu/ignan high feats atchiey'd, 
And ſmote the Arab with relentleſs blade; 
The mighty Saladin was ſore agriev'd, | 
That to the Sar'zans ſuch deſpight he made, | 
Inflam'd with rancour thus he felly pray'd : | 
« Great Macon, hear from thy celeſtial ſhrine, 
« O let me be for ay a damned ſhade, 
« By Stygian ſtrond in endleſs bale to pine, 
If thou be not avenged of thoſe fone of thine.” ' 


XVI, 
Thus vow'd the Caliph, and thus felly rag'd, 
Eftſoons to wagen war he did provide ; 
A thouſand kings are in his pay engag'd, 
Whoſe thouſand hoſts before his city bide, 
Imperial Memphis, Egypt's ſov'reign pride: 
The tawny Indian from the fartheſt eaſt, 
Where Phebuz riſes from th' empurpled tide, 
The Mauritanian from the ſteepy weſt, 
Where in th“ Atlantic wave his burning car is keſt 
F 2 
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XVII. 
The black Caffrarian from the ſtormy Cape, 
Inceſſanily by waves and tempeſts beat ; 
The Zthiopian * with his ſceptred ape, 
And Guinea's ſons, of hue more black than jet. 
The Scythian from Riphean mountains wet, 
Where dreary winter holds eternal reign, 
Where ſhines the bear in ocean ne'er to ſet; 
The Sar*zan bands of Afric and of Spain, 
And the redoubted ſons of utmoſt Taprob ane. 


XVIII. 
This mighty hoſt great Saladin review'd, 
The bunner'd nations paſs d in fair array; 
Then towards Jeruſalem their march purſu d. 
With the firſt beamings of the ſpringing day; 
The fame of this did nought our prince affray : 
His num'rous levies he collects in haſte, 


That he his regal crown defenden may; 


Strong tow'rs and engines on the walls he plac'd, 
And many an hardy band in arms of proof ycas'd. 


„ee u note in che ancient part of the Univerſal Hiſtory, 
Vol. 7, p. $02. Ocavo edit. Dublin, 174:. | 
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XIX. Tos 

Now evening ſpread her duſky mantle round, 
And veil'd the proſpect with her ſhadows dun, 
When lo! we heard a dreadful ruſhing ſounds 
As when to battle armed Myriads run ; 
The horrent clanger did our ſenſes ſtun. 
Now well we ken'd th' Egyptian hoſt was nigh, -' 
Ne mightier hoſt beneath the circling ſun, 
Their ſteeds and camels terribly did neigh, 
And ſhouts of barb'rous nations rent the vaulted {ky. 


XX. nap at 
That night our walls were lined with a band 
Of hardy ſoldiers to confront our foes; ns | 
The bright ſpear glitter'd in each martial hand, 
The burniſh'd targets gleam'd in ſhining rows, 
And wide around à ſtream of radiance flows; 
The wakeful ſentries kept ſtrong watch and ward; 
And rugged ſmith till heaped blows on blows, 
And with extreameſt cark and labour far'd, 
And poliſu'd ſhields and ſpeafs yiram'd of iron hard. 


ee OTE” 

The hours unbarr'd the gates of day above, 

And Phebus ſeem'd to riſe ia mourntul mood; 
Pale were his beams to gild the court of Fove, 


His angry courſers loath'd their heav'nly food, 
$3 | 
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And wiſh'd to plunge again in ocean's flood : 
Portentous clouds ſurcharg'd th' horizon o'er, 
And their dark ſkirts diſtained were with blood; 
The deep green fields a ſanguine aſpect wore, 
And from the trees diſtilled drops of crimſon gore. 


XXII. 
The city gates were then unfolded wide, 
In length'ning lines the marſhall'd armies came ; 
Far o'er the plain was pour'd the burnifſh'd tide, 


And to the winds our gorgeous pennons fiream ; 


With gold and precious ſtones they richly flame: 
The glitt'ring arms a glorious proſpect yield, 
Shedding around a keen refulgent gleam, 

And pleaſing was the horrour of the field, 


Gay ſhone each plumed helm and fair-emblazon'd ſuield. 


XXIII. 
Great Leſgnan was arm'd in coat of mail, 
Of ſhining ſteel moſt like to tooking glaſs ; 
And in the centre muſt himſelf avail, 
Where all his footmen he arranged has, 
Of hardy wights a well-· compacted maſs : 
His wide-extended wings the horſemen form, 
Whoſe neighing courſers paw'd the deep green graſs, 
And ſeem'd more fleet and fell than boiſtrous ſtorm, 
Which ruſheth from his cave and doth the ſkies deform. 


XXIV. 

Oar gallant leader darts from file to file, 
To ev'ry band, to ev'ry ſquadron goes; 
He greets each warriour with a gracious ſmile, 
Upon his cheek youth's purple fplendour glows, 
And from his eye aſſured conqueſt flows : 
Meantime the mighty Sar*zan hoſt advanc'd, 
With enſigns ſpread to ev'ry breeze that blows, 
Sun-ſhiny beams upon their harneſs danc'd, 
And from their helms and ſhields the mimic light'nings 

glanc'd. 


XXV. 

Like the Colaſſus plac'd at Rhodes whylome, 
Before his hoſt high-tower'd proud Saladine ; 
So Neptune heaves himſelf above the foam, 
And with his mace controuls the ocean brine, 
And thro'ꝰ his empire darts his flaming eyne ; 
His habergeon was rough with ſcales of gold, 
And ſilver creſcents on his baldric ſhine ; 
It eke was ſtarr'd with diamonds manifuld, 
The which in darkeſt ſhade a wondrous day might yold. 


XXVI. 
The bright broad ſim in full meridian blaze, 
Was the vaſt orbit of his mighty ſhield, 
When vertical he flings his burning rays, 
And to his heat both man and beaſt muſt yield; 
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Depainted plainly in that ample field, 

Was a grim Giant of enormous ſize, 

Who ſeem'd in ſtrong right hand the ſun to wield, 
And gainſt the ſtars to aim his high emprize, 

His foot on ſolid earth, his head enſhrin'd in ſkies. 


EEVIL- - 
Upon his helmet was a ſerpent pight, 
And all the long folds of his tail unwound ; 
His ſparkling eyes emit a flaſhing light, 
And ſeem to hurl the levin-brond around, 
His craſhing jaws grate thunder's harſheſt ſound : 
Tall was the courſer that this Paynim rode, * 
For very pride he ſeem'd to ſpurn the ground; 
He champ'd the foamy bit, his eyeballs glow'd, 
Adown his ſhining ſides the ſweat in torrents flow' d. 


XXVIII. 
The brazen trumpets gave a dreadful blaſt, 
A blaſt which well mote rend both earth and ſkies; 
Fierce Saladin againſt our right wing paſt, 
Him Philibert, a German knight, eſpies, 
And boldly towards the prince of Paynims hies: 
But vain the high eſſay of loſty breaſt ! 
To ſhend the Sar zan was too hard emprize : 
Stern Saladin with couched launce 1n reſt, | 
Good Philizert to ground from ſell mo rudely keſt. 
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XXIX. 

Now ſhow'rs of jav'lins hurtled thro' the air, 
And clonds of arrows 'thwart the welkin flew ; 
A thouſand glittring blades nnſheathed were, 
Which flam'd amazement on the gazer's view, 
And o'er the battle dkzzling ſplendours threw : 
Full in the front tremendous Mavors rag'd, 
And difcord ſtorm'd amidſt the waring crew; 
Stern ſlaughter frown'd where mad'ning hoſts engag u, 
And knights of higheſt fame the deadly combat wag'd. 


XXX. 

Cloſe by the Soldan's fide a warriour ſought, 
White was his courſer as the fleecy ſnow 5; _ 
His radiant arms with ſilver were enwrought, 
Which like the wave of Neptune ſeem'd to flow, 
When weit winds gently on his ſurface blow, 
Upon his creſt rich plumes of ſcarlet ſhine, 
And in his ſhield pourtrayed is the bow, 
That gorgeous bow, which decks yon azure ſkyne, 
Brighter than unos bird beſtar'd wich Argus eyne. 


XXXI. 

Now a fierce blow unluckily was ſped, 
From a ſtern Saxor's deſolating hand, 
Full it deſcended on this Paynim's head, 
Ne can his plated helm reſiſt the brand 
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Nought can prevent what rigid fate has plan'd : 
Soon as he felt the ruthleſs biting ſword, 
Before death ſeal'd his eyes with ebon wand, 
He caſt one long look towards his honor'd Lord, 
Whom living moſt he lov'd, and dying now ador'd. 


XXXIIv 
O wretched Caliph ! what avails thy boaſt, 
That thronging nations own thy lordly ſway ! 
+ See! the dear miſtreſs of thy ſoul is loſt, 
Fair Saphadina, fair as flow'r in May, 
Opening its beanties to the morning ray. 
Let the tear trickle from /dum-'s palm, 
And der her grave let virgins hymn the lay; 
Let it be deck'd with od'rous nard and balm, 
O fair may be her fame! O may her foul be calm! 


XXXIII. 

Where rich Damaſcus rears its ſtately walls, 
And the clear Pharper rolls his golden wave; 
Where from high Lebanon Alana falls, 

Dwell 4 this fair lady fam'd for bounty brave, 

To her their choiceſt gifts the graces gave: 

Her as mighty ſov'reign ſaw and lov'd, 

Nought could his heart from Cupid's arrow ſave, 

His flame by Saphadina was approv'd, 

And both their ſouls did ſeem by equal paſſion mov'd. 
0 
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* XXXIV. 

When wild ambition fir'd the Caliph's mind, 
To ſtretch his ſceptre oer the Syrian land; 
Ne would his Saphadina ſtay behind, 
Vain were his prayers and his entreaties bland, 
Beſide her Lord the took her defp'rate ſtand: 
Oer her pale face the mournful prince now hung, 
Now prels'd the coldneſs of her lilly hand, — 
Then by diſdain, and love, and ſorrow ſtung, 
Into our thickeſt ranks moſt furiouſly he flung. 


XXXV. 

As when a furious torrent thund'ring down 
From ſome ſteep mountain, deluges the plain; 
Its ſwelling waves the ſubject valley drown, 

And ſweep away the labours of the ſwain, 

His flocks, his herds, his crops of golden grain: 
So the fierce Soldan ru{t'd amid the throng, 

And urg'd his fiery ſteed o'er hills of ſlain; 

Like the wing 'd whirtwind's blait he pogr'd along, 
And look'd Zriareus fierce, or een, —_ 


XXXVI. 
The great Enceladus you might him deem, 
Or gran 7yphens ſielleſt of the fell; 
Ne mortal being mote you him eſteem, 
But ſame curs d ſprite efcap'd tro om deepeſt hell; 
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So ſtrong and firm he ſat ia lofty ſell, 

A thouſand ſwords, a thouſand ſpearmhim finote ; 
Myſelt beheld, ne forged tale I tell, 

Albe around him burn'd the battle hote, 

Ne once empierced was his target or his coat. 


N XXXVII. 
Now half our hoſt this Pagan had c'erthrown, 
With giant hond and mighty puiſſaunce, 
When three brave youths in fighting fields well known, 
For high exploits of faireſt cheviſaunce, 
Againſt the Cakph did themſelves advaunce ; 
Their angry courage they did bravely whet, 
And boldly ruſhed on with couched launce; 
Fierce Saladin they furioufly beſet, 
And in his wild carreer they did him ſomewhat let. 


XXXVIII. 

Like ſome tall rock which overhangs the deep, 
Projecting horrour on the ſurge below; 
*Gainſt which the waves eternal combat keep, 
'Gainſt which the ſtormy winds unceaſing blow; 
But ftrive in vain to work its overthrow. 
Thus mighty Saladin unmoved ſtands, 
And mocks the fury of his angry foe ; 
The flaming faulchion lightens in his hands, 
And ſeems Fowe's thunderbolt to cruſh the giant bands. 
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XXIX. 
The firſt he ſmote ſo hugely on the creſt, 
That his bright burgonet was cleft in tway ; 
Nor here did ruthleſs ſword of Paynim reſt, 
But in his brain did deep itſelf embay ; 
Nor can the ſecond ſtony death gainſay, 
The thrilling point is at his boſom bent, 
And to his throbbing heart it finds its way, 
The third, tho? certes, he was knight moſt gont, 
Was cloven down to waiſt, Oh grievous monument 


XL. 

So have I ſeen three poplars young and fair, 
By winding ſtream their leafy branches ſpread; 
Gayly they flouriſh'd to the gladſome air, 
And in the pride of youth they bourgeoned, 
In ſpring's own liy'ry all apparralled : 
Lo! ſturdy woodman comes with treach'rous ſee], : 
Ne friend to beauty, ne to bounty-head, 
His keen relentleſs weapon they mult feel, 
And be tranſmew'd to maſt, or ſpoke of circling Wheel. 


XLI. 

Here for a moment paus'd the ſtranger knight, 
New breath to take ; meantime the filent tear 
Stream'd down Belgardo's cheek ; a ſtrange delight 
Mingled with horrour, and remembrance dear, 
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Of thoſe he loved beſt and held moſt near, 
Ss  CGleam'd on his brow; his colour went and carne, 
| Certes the good old man was pleas'd to hear, 
His ſons had found a never-dying name, 
And flouriſh'd from their graves an honourable fame. | 
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Long had he known the heroes were no more, 
Their ghoſts had told it in the hollow blaſt ; 
And as he trod the river's willow'd ſhore, 
The youths before him in bright viſion paſt, 
They couch'd the lance, and airy jav'lin catt : 
His truſty ſword with drops of blood was ſtain d. 

His faithful! dog howl'd oer the dreary waſte ; 

And to the night and ſilent moon complain'd, 
And now Sir Claribell, once more, his ſpeech regaui'd, 
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q At this the Soldan waxed wond'rous proud, 

| And ſhook his bloody fau'chion in the air; 

Again he mingled in the fighting crowd, 

And flaſh'd diſmay even to our fartheſt rear, 
Whereer he went, him followed wan diſpair; 
le ſeem'd grim Mars by Hebru's echoing ſhore, 
Such his fierce cheer, and ſtern deportment were; 
He ſeem'd Achilles, ſtain'd with Trejan gore, 
Or Nimred, firſt of kings, who chac'd the tuſky boar. 
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Wich high diſdain, great Luſgnan beheld 
His glorious enſigns all to earth oerthrown; 
With gen 'rous rage his manly boſom ſwell'd, 
And his vex'd ſprite moſt greivouſly did groan, 
Which ſure mote move an heart of hardeſt ſtone ; 
Himſelf refoly'd to prove this Caliph's might, 
And try the prowefs of his arm alone; 
Then did he ſoon addreſs him for the fight, 
And ran with beam-like ſpear againſt the Paynim knight, 


apathy . 8 
The Sar' zan king was arm'd from top to toe, 
In plated armour all of temper fare ; 
Nathleſs the ſhock of his outrageous foe, 
Ne mote himſelf, ne mote his ſteed endure ; | 
But low on ground, they lay, without recure. 
How fell, and furious, then was Saladine ! 
Fierce frown'd the viſage of this angry Moor ; 
A proud diſdain inflam'd his ſtormy tine, 
Diſtain and rage both aſhed from his blazing eyue. 


XI VI. 

Swiftly from earth upſprung the Hagarene, 
And ſeem'd ik ftrength and courage to enereaſe, 
Like huge Anand, on the Lybias plain, 
Who from the earth deri d his boaſted race, 
G 2 
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In both his hands he hent an iron mace, 
And on Zufignan ſtrokes ſo ſtrongly laid, 
Did not high God compaſſionate his caſe, 
Ne thing he e'er again had thought or ſaid, 
But had enwrapped been in death's eternal ſhade. 


XLVII, 

In deep aſtoundment on the plain he fell, 
An heavy corſe of lifeleſs clay he ſeem d. 
The joyful Pagans rais'd an horrent yell; . 
For him or dead, or captive, they cheem'd, $55 : 
And conqueſt fure unto themſelves they deem'd ; 
Him from the field the ſhouting vi ars bere, 
Each Chriſtian eye with pious ſorrow ſtream'd ; 
Now battle they darraign (what can they more) hk 
And mountains * of dead, and float the ain wh 


gore. 
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The MEA. arms that erſt ſo brightly ſhone, 
And with fictitious lightnings daz'd the exnez- 10 4 
And ſeem d to vie with Phebu's,noon-tide thtone, Bus- 
Now like the clouded moon do dimly ſhine, 
Or like rude ore extracted from the mine ;- 
They all defiled are with blood and duſt, - 
The quaint devices and impreſſes fine, 
Moſt ſorely marred are by cruel throft,.. .. 8 
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But fuffer by miſchaun . * 
*D 
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The gen'rous ' courſer and his ESA lord, 
In glorious bleeding low on ground do lye ; 
The ſelleſt fone their bitter ſtrife accord, | 
And ſeem forgetful of their enmity, 
Beſide the vanquiſh'd does the victor die: 
Now in flow circles wave the ſwords around. 
In thinner ſhow's the languid javlins flie; 3 
Winds thro” the air a dull confuſed ſound, | 
As when the . apd waves their murmurs 3 

confound.” ub bs or dig Luck UI a 29) 

Nun ſhiver'd launces and with — ſhields, | 
And riven helmets was the earth difpread ; | 
| Euſanguin'd torrents ſtream'd along the fields, _ 

And the green graſs now bluſhed roſy red, 

With blood of flaughter'd knights envermeiled : 

Now ebbing, honour flow'd from Chriſtian veins, | 2 
Now the flerce Turk, and baughty Perfian bled; . m 
An undiſtinguiſtid carnage loads the plains, Ry 
Blank borrour ſtalks around, and deſolation reigns, 
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Our hig beſt proweſs was of a0 > avail, . 5 1 x 
Gay conqueſt crown'd the hardy Saracine; _ 


How did each ſaithſul Chriſtian weep and waill. I 
To kee the creſcent | in full ſplendour ſhine,” 
63 
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Exalted high above the croſs divine, 
Our yielding ſquadrons fled on every fide ; 
Nought could reſiſt impetuous Saladine, 
still did he rage with unremitting pride, 


And ail with faughters new, he fwell'd the aſp 
tide. 2 
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o cu how troubled was thy ſprite? 1 
When Chrif's own army was diſcomfited 3; 
Thy glorious day how quickly chang'd to et 
And the bright ſunſhine of thy life how fled 5 


| Yet, was thy ſoul withouten coward dread, 


Fell Saladin in combat I withſtood ; 1 D 4219) 
Too deadly terrours o'er his brow were ſpread, 
His thigh I deep empierc'd, out-ſpun't the blood, © 
And ftain'd his radiant armour with the ruſhing hoc 
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Once 5 more my heavy hond 1 rear'd on lk, 
Aud ſrhote moſt hugely on his ample targe; 
Swifter deſcends the blow than glaunce of eye, 
And fairly took away its utmoſt marge, 
And in his left - ſide made incifion large: 
Then with dread mace, which none reſiſten may, 
Eftſoons moſt ſorely gan he me to charge, | 
Till on the plain in heavy trance I lay, 
And from my ſwimming * was natch'd che radiany 

day. | 
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Ne did T waken from my drowny fit, 
Till ſtars had kindled heav'ns refulgent blue; 
An icy cold my bruiſed members ſmit, 
Death ſpread around his wings of pallid hue, 
And ſcant could life the ghaſtly friend eſchew, 
At length upon my limbs myſelf I rear'd, 
But horrour and dilſtraction were the view; 
Feruſalem enwrap'd in flames appear'd, 
And melancholy groans of dying men I heard. 


LV. 
The burning ruins blaz'd upon my eyne, 
And ſeem'd to add new horrours to the dark; 
Their glare was like the baleful comet's ſhige, 
Or like the flaſh of Fove's etherial ſpark, 
Which dreadful paſſage thro? the ſkies doth mark; 
{n me what grief, what high diſdain was bred ! 
How ſore oppreſs'd was I with painful cark * 
How oft 1 wiſh'd myſelf among the dead 
At length into the woods I flowly, ſourly fled. 


LVI. 

Now thrice mild Cynthia with her ſilver wain, 
Yon ſtar- beſpangled concave did ſurround ; 
And thrice to men her full-face ſhewed plain, 
And thrice deſcended to infernal ground, 


co) 
Yet ſtill in lonely foreſt was I found; 
At length on me kind Fortune deign'd to ſmiſe. 
And chro the wilds my toilſome road I wound, 


Then roam'd the track "tween Ganger and the Nik, 
N 1 
And hardy deeds ate hie v'd befitting knightly Rile. 
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0 Conte Orlando, O Re & Cirraſüa 
Veſira inelita virta dite che giova? 


as 


Deyons of woe, ye ſpirits dark and fell, 
Who haunt the lonely ſhade, and ſombre dell ; 

Give me your gloomieſt numbers to rehearſe, 

Brave Sacripante's death in mournful verſe : , 
The trueſt lover, whom the ſun beheld, 

In his broad circuit thro heav'n's azure feld; ; 

Let virtuous love and conſtancy attend, : 


To grace, vith tears, the mew ry of their bis, ; 
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Soon as the morn illum'd the glowing eaſt, 
In all her roſes and her lilies dreſt; 
Soon as the ſtars with fading ſplendour ſhone |. 
Before the glorious preſence of the ſun; 
Ctregſſa prince, impatient of repoſe, 
{For love conſum'd him with exhauſtleſs woes) 
Springs from his bed, demands Kis*horſe and arms, 
To ſeek Catheya's queen, that queen of charms. 
He arms, then mounts his ſteed without delay, 
And towards the golden Oriant ſhapes-his way; 
Towards his ovra rich Circaſſa ſtill he bends, 
Where winding Yoga in the Caſtian ends; 
Where giant Caucaſus Oerſhades the lands, 
« And fam'd for beauty where XKabarda ſtands,” 
The fates unkind no high emprize afford, 
Worthy his valour, or bis matchleſs ſword; 
Thro' ſavage wilds and glooms he wanders wide, 
The regent of the day his only guide ; 
By night kind Luna lends ber argent beam, 
And milder glories oer the foreſt ſtream 2, 
One def (a lack day) derbe Kona 
A pleaſant wood with e ry beauty crown'd ; AER 
Here murmving ſtreamlets glitter d throꝰ che , 
And amrous Zephyr: love lorn ditties made; 
Here flow'rs appear d of ev'ry various hue, _ 
Which, ew'n at noon, e 
Green willows ſhade the margin of the brock. 
fiſhes tempt che angler book: 
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The prince beheld this cool ſequeſter d ſpot, 
Where ev'ry care, and trouble ſeem'd forgot. 
Now from his ſtately courſer he deſcends, 
While love, dire vulture, ſtill his vitals rends ; 
His ſteed enlarg d; he hopes an hour's repoſe ; 
Ah wretched man! how near a world of woes ! 
Ah! fly this fatal ſpot diſaſtrous knight, 
Tho fragrant flowrs, and cooling ſhades invite, 
Tho' Philemela fings her matchleſs lay, 
And in ſweet numbers ſeems to court thy ſtay ; 
Miſtaken prince, the ſongſtreſs bids thee fly, 
The ſtream laments thee, as it murmurs by; 
His thoughts Angelica alone employs, 
The air- built caſtle, and ideal joys; 
He bleſſes now the month, the day, the hour, 
When firſt he ſaw fair beauty's faireſt flow'r, 
His cruel torments bleſſings to him ſeem, 
And all his ſorrows are a golden dream. 


While thus entranc'd Ciregſſa's monarch lies, 
And fairy proſpects ſwim before his eyes, 
A wand'ring courier ſought the ſeli- ſame glade, 
To paſs the ſultry noon in green-wood ſhade ; 
Him Sacripante hails with courteous cheer, _ 
Demands from whence he comes, his journey where, 
The courier judges him ſeme mighty lord, 4 
So well his mien and ſplendid arms accord : 
The ſervant of Argelira's commands, 
That far-fam'd princeſ of the eatery lands, 
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« To whom the loves and grace: honiage par. 
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« Smile on ber check, and &er ker boſom play z _ £70 
* (Said he to kings and nations I declare, | 


„ The heav'nly tranſports of the matchleſs fair : 
« A ſecond Cupid has her captive Ks re 
« FMedoro now enjoys her throne and bed; 

* Behold his lovely portrait, and admire, | 

N —— angel of the heay Yaly choir.” | 


The courier now the fatal portrait ſhew'd, | 
Where ſmiling youth with peerleſs beauty glow, . 
Where lillies, pinks, and Perfia's roſes bloom'd, 
Delightful deaths, and graces which conſum'd ; 


Where manly ſenſe, with female ſweetneſs ſhone, _ 


The eye was dazzled, and the heart undone. 
When from the picture was withdrawn the veil, 

The monarch trembled, and his cheeks grew pale; | 
From all his tott'ring limbs life ſeem'd to fly, 
And death to quench the luſtre of his eye: 
He falls, the courier haſtens now to bring 
Reviving water from the living ſpring ; 

The liquid chryſtal en his face he throws, 

And hated life, to him, once more, beſtows : 
His grief now burſt in torrents from his eyes, 
And from his boſom heav'd inceſſant ſighs ; 
In filence now, the portrait he review'd, 
And now, the voice of ſorrow was renew'd. 

* Depart my friend (ſaid he) to all declare, 
The loves and pleaſures of the royal fair; 
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At thy return, I pray thee, to her tell, 
« How Sacripant, her loyal lover, fell ; _ 
«© How he has ſought the realms of fygian Jove, 
To mourn her falſhood, and bis {lighted love.“ 


Thus ſaid, into the thickeſt gloom he flung, 
And the deep foreſt with his ſorrows rung; 
Mov'd by his woes, the ſavage rocks were cleft, 
And ev'ry bird was of his ſong bereſt. 
The wond'ring. courier ſtill his ſteps purſu'd, 
And, unperceiv'd, new ſcenes of anguiſh view'd: - 
Beneath a mournſul cypreſs was he laid, 
But he more mournful than che diſmal ſhade; 1 
He ſeem'd a living monument of woe, | 
Tygers would, weep, and tears from Pluto flow ; 
A thouſand various paſſions on him preſt, 
And ev'ry paſſion tore his bleeding brealt ; 
Love, hatred, envy, anger and deſpair 
* Join'd in dire conflict for dominion there; 
The ſtately oak (when wintry tempeſts rave, 
And burſt impetuous from th' eolan cave) 
To Boreas here, to Eurus there it bends, 
Whilſt all the fury of the air deſcends. br 
Such was the hero's ſoul : At length he ſpoke, 
From his pale lips theſe mournful accents broke. | 
„Ah me, what council ſhall my ſoul appeaſe? 
« What huſh theſe ſtorms, and calm theſe ſwelling ſeas? 
"Sp H | 
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« Say, ſhall-I let the tide of battle rage, 
„ Make banner'd thouſands in my cauſe engage; 
« Bid Mars, in thunder, mount his iron car, 
« And give Cathaya to the waſte of war. 
« Say, ſhall I act th' outrageous lover's part, 
« And plunge my poignard in her minion's heart? 
« Ah no! I combat not with her command, 
« The ſword falls harmleſs from my lifted hand ; 
« Still o'er my ſoul ſhe holds unbounded ſway, 
« Circaſſia's monarch ſhall his queen obey; 
« Ne'er ſhall he cauſe Angelica to fear, 
« Or hate the proweſs, which ſhe once held dear; 
« For me her ſigh ſhall heave, her tear ſhall flow, 
« Not ſhe, but cruel fate, has caus'd'my woe. 
« On thee, my fair, may brighteſt fortune thine, 
« May ev'ry joy, may ev'ry good be thine; 
Still may Medoro gaze upon your charms, 
« Still may he fold you in his circling arms 
« Oh! may he love you more than wretched I, 
Who living lov'd you, and for love now die!“ 


The fun now haſten'd to old ocean's bed, 
The lover till the copious ſorrow ſhed ; 
His grief encreaſes as the day deſcends, 
And with the parting light his period ends. 
Now towards the heav'ns he caſt his mournful eyes, 


And theſe laſt words were mix'd with tears and ſighs: 
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Le birds, who wing this mournful deſart round, 
« Ye ſtreams, ye oaks, ye poplars, which I found 
The faithful witneſſes of my ſad lot, 
« Juſt ſee me die, then let me be forgot. 
« Now, for a moment, O ye winds be ſtill, 
O ceaſe ye murmurs of yon tinkling rill ; 
„% And thou, reſplendent ſun, I pray, attend, 
« And with one ray of glory gild my end. 
„O cruel fate, now glut thyſelf with gore, 
« The blow is ſped, and Sacripaent's no more |” 


A ſhining poignard from his girdle hung, 
The warrior ſeiz'd it, with keen anguiſh ſtung ; 
The cruel iron pierc'd his tender ſide, 
His life now iſſu d in the crimſon tide ; 
The courier ran to give his friendly aid, 
The monarch rais'd his languid eyes and ſaid : 
Tell the ſad tale,” while more he wilh'd to ſay, 
His ſoul had paſs'd, like viewleſs air, away. 


His 
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DEE! Fortune various as the rainbow's d 

Now bright as Penus in an evening ſæy; 
And now with miſts and lowing clouds o'ercaft, 
Like the blank moon dim-gleaming from the eaſt ; 
Still with her joys the ſtream of ſorrow flows, 

The treach'rous thorn ſtill guards the bluſhing roſe ; 
The tempeſt fol'ows the deceitful calm, 

The cypreſs mingles with the victor's palm; 

The heroe falls, who Durindana bore, 

The far of knighthood ſets to riſe no more 


Dark night had ſhaded o'er th' etherial plains, 
On the ſteep rock the Paladin remains ; 
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Tho' thronging hoſts the god like man ſurround, 
Tho? barb'rous ſhouts, and claſhing arms reſound ; 
Kind Morpheus ſtretch'd his ſcepter o'er the chief, 
And ſteep'd in Lethe's wave each care and grief; 
Ev'n on the verge of death, the brave can reſt, 
While the bee's hum affrights che coward breaſt; 


The ſun now roſe, the pale ſtars trembling yield, 
Dire was the carnage of the mournful field. 
Here mighty Paynim knights had nobly bled, 
And there the peers of Charlemagne lay dead: 
Orlando ſtarts, dark was the hero's ſoul, . 
Revenge and death within his boſom roll; 
In wild deſpair he caſt a look around, 
Whole armies wither'd as the warrior frown'd. 
Towards the blue concave then his eyes he turn'd, 
Thus in the anguiſh of his heart he mourn'd : 
« Now muſt the ſplendor of the croſs decline, 
« The hated creſcent muſt unrivall'd ſhine; 
Adieu] illuſtrious. Marquis *, oh farewell. 
« Ye gen'rous, f brothers who ſo greatly fell, 
Adieu! each noble chief, each gallant peer, 
« To ſacred virtue, to your country, dear ! 
« But oh! great Charlemagne, thy glories end, 
« Oh! who ſhall now thy hoafy age defend? 
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« Thy own Orlando here muſt cloſe his days, 
And knightly valour pour its parting blaze.” 


Proud Almont's horn the Paladin then blew, 


From hill to hill the ſound in thunder flew ; 


Like ftorms impriſon'd was the dreadful blaſt, 
The firm earth ſhook, the Paynims ſtood aghaſt ; 
The ſound reach'd ev®n imperial Charlemagne, | 
Oer ſeven long leagues of mountain, dale, and plain: 
I hear Orlando's horn (the monarch cri'd) 
« Diſtreſs and danger muſt the chief betide.” 
Baſe Ganelen perſidiouſly repi'd ; 
« The Sarzan bands dare not aſſail the knight, 
« Nor meet the flow'r of Chrifendom in fight; 
« In greeti-wood ſhade, he hunts the ſtately deer, 
« His ſhrilling horn proclaims Orlando near.” 
In evil hour this eouncil was approv'd, 
No more ſhall Charles behold the man he low d; 
Subdu'd by fate and numbers he muſt yield, 
And bathe, with blood, fad Roncefoalle? field. 
eee ended 01. 121 
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Now from the rock, on foot the Count deſcends, | 


Like the wing'd whirlwind towards the foe he bends ; 


His Brighader is but an empty name, 

(That pride of courfers in the fields of fame, 
The gen'rous ſteed had en the plain expir'd, 
Pierc'd thro' with wounds, ande vn by conqueſt tir'd, 


S 2. 


L 81 7] 

What pencil can Orlando's might pourtray, 

Or paint the horrors of that ſignal day? 

Celeſtial ſeraphim his arm new ſtrung, 

Portentous ſplendors round the knight they flung z 

Ten thouſand Paynims bit the bloody ſand! 

(Death in his eye, and lightning in his hand;) 

Where'er the Paladin in fury turn'd, 

The ſtouteſt fell, and all the battle burn'd; 

But vain the proweſs of the bold and brave, 

«© The paths of glory lead but to the grave!” 

Tho? ſwords and ſpears inflict no mortal wound, 

Dire thirſt and hunger ſore beſet him round ; 

Now on his breaſt his languid head be hung; 

Dim were his eyes, and parch'd his burning tongue; 

A bloody dew from all his members flow'd, 

And more than Ana in his vitals glow'd, 

Where ſome tall cork-trees ſtretch'd their boughs 
around, | 

A ſlow ſtream crept along with ſullen ſound ; 

Thither, with eager baite, the warrior hied, 

From Almont's helm to drink the limpid tide ; 

The angry brook ran crimſon from the ſlain, 

The Count retir'd, ſurcharg'd with grief and pain; 

Then kneeling down beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 

He to the Lord of all, devoutly prayd | 

% O father, hear me from thy heav'nly throne, 

„ Thou, who for mankind gav'it thy b'eſled fon ; 
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© Who on the croſs for our offences died, 

„ Whe bore the ſcourge of malice and of pride; 

O father, for his ſake a wretch defend, 

May all my ſufPrings in thy glory end l 

The ſcorching heat ſtill on his entrails prey'd, 

And all the vigor of the man decay d; 

The lov'd remembrance of his friends deceas d, 
Ruſh'd on his ſou!, and wrung his bleeding breaſt ; 
Great Almont's horn, once more the heroe ſounds; 
The mighty blaſt the Paynim hoſt confounds ; 
Remoteſt rivers to their ſources fled, 

d ocean trembled in his azure bed; 

The horn, tho' hard as adamantine rock, 

Like g'aſs was ſhiver'd with the dreadful ſhock; 
That horn which echo'd terror and diſmay, 

From the red or ĩent, to the ſetting day; 
This great exertion ends the warrior's life, 

No ſteel could wound him in the glorious ftrife ; 
A vein he burſts, the blood in torrent flows, 

Death's near approach the dauntleſs champion knows ; 
His Durindana in his hand he preſt, 

And to the truſty ſword, theſe words addreſs'd; 

« O faithful friend, who neer Orlando fail'd, 
« When giant, chiefs, and monſters dire affail'd: 
*« Should Paynim force again thy light'ning wield, 
* Unnumber'd chriſtian knights muſt preſs the field; 
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« In Almont's hand you mow'd the iron plain, 
By thee, Zerbino, ' Scotland's flow'r, was ſlain ; 
© By thee my much-loy'd Brandimarte died, 
« When ſtern Gradaſſo rag'd with barb'rous pride; 
«© Perhaps by the great Charlemagne may fall, 
« And trembling Paris ſhrink behind her wall ; | 
« Oh dang'rous Dorindana.” Gainſt the rock, 
With the keen ſword the dying heroe ſtruck ; | 
The magic blade to break, in vain he tries, 
Unhurt its edge the rock ia ſplinters flies; 
Then in the ſtream he ſunk the faulchion bright, 
The trueſt weapon, that e'er girt a knight. 
Beneath the ſhade the god-like man retir d. 
And nobly calm, without a groan, expir'd. 
Deſcending angels round the martyr thine, 
With ſtreaming glories veil the ſaint divine ; 
Towards heav'n's blue vault his ſpirit wings its way, 
To dwell with ſeraphs in eternal day; 
On earth, in deathleſs ſong, his praiſe ſhall * 
And all his virtues ſhed a ſweet en 


* 
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LATIN of MLTON. 


Fon thee, the muſes meditate the ſong,. 
For thee, the firſt of the Picrian throng ; 

Manſo, on: thee ſhall Plabur mildly ſhine, - 
And gild thy fortunes with a ray benign: 
Sach was Mecenas crown'd with deathleſs buys, 
And Gallus, ſuch in Ceſar's golden days, 
O could our lyre eternal fame beſtow, 
Unfading chaplets ſhould-adorn thy. brow + 
Thee, ſacred ſriendſhip, to great T afo join'd, 
Gave the ſame taſte, and elegance of mind ; 
The ſplendid page receiv'd each honour'd name ; 
Conſign d each worthy to immortal fame. 


Thy genial ſmile Murino's breaſt illum'd, 
With kim the faireſt flow'rs of fancy bloom'd ; 
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He ſooth'd the Latian virgins with his rhymes, 
The flowing fictions of Arian climes : 
Thy friendſhip cheer'd him in the arms of death, 
He blefs'd his Manſo with his lateſt breath: 
Thy tender ſoul no fond requeſt denies, 
Thy friendly hand was near to cloſe his eyes; 
Thy pious care enfhrin'd his honor'd duſt, 
And rais'd of labour'd bronze the breathing buſt. 
Beyond the gloomy grave thy care extends, 
Nor ſhall oblivion's ſhade obſcure thy friends; 
Their birth, their genius, manners you relate 
With all their evil, and their profp'rous fate; 
Thus fam'd Herodotus on Aſa's ſhore, 
Has told the various toils which Hamer bore ; 
A youth, the humbleſt of the muſe's train, 
From where Bootes guides his tardy wain, 
Bids ev'ry glory Manſos name emblaze, 
Auſpicious fortune, and a length of days. 


Nor ſhall great Manſo's gen'rous breaſt deſpiſe 
My muſe, though bred beneath the boreal ſkies ; 
Who boldly dares to ſoar on vent'rous wing, 
Where once Torquato wak'd the trembling ſtring. 
We too, when night the ſkies had ſhaded o'er, 
Have heard ſwans fing along the winding ſhore ; 
Where ſilver Thames diſplays his mazy pride, 
And to old ocean rolls his ſwelling tide; 
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We ſeel the ray of no unfriendly muſe, 

We bathe our temples in Caſlalian de ws, 

Tho! ſans illume us with an oblique beam, 

And thro' thick clouds their languid ſplendours BH 
We honor Phebus, and to Phebus bring 
The earlieſt promiſe of the purple ſpring; FRI * 
| The yellow crocus, and each od'rous flow'r, _ 
That paints the dale, or decks the rural bow'r. | 
Ours were the Druids, men by heav'n approv'd, 

| By ſtrangers rev'renc'd, by their own belov'd ; 

| They taught the youth in virtue's cauſe to bleed, 

They ſung the hero, and heroic deed. 


O happy ſage, thy name ſhall ever live, 
Remoteſt climes the meed of praiſe ſhall give; 
Where'er Torgua!o ſhall be hail'd divine, 
Where'er Marine's growing fame ſhall ſhine ; 
Cinthius himſelf thy feſtive board has grac'd, 
Each laureld muſe around their god was plac'd ; 
And wit refin'd, and manly ſenſe were there, 
With bright-ey'd fancy, faireſt of the fair. 


On Manſo's birth, the gods propitious ſmil'd, 
And Fove and Pbæbus own'd the infant child; 
While Hermes gave each graceful art to pleaſe, 
A love for letters, elegance and eaſe. 
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Hence, florid health, a late autumnal bloom, 
And ſunny proſpects for the years to come. 
Still from his head the graceful honors flow, 
Still in his eye beams fancy's ripeſt glow; 
A vig'rous genius, and each poliſh'd art, | 
The keeneſt judgment, with the kindeſt heart. 


O if my fate ſhould ſuch a friend conſign, 
Who loves each vot'ry of the ſacred nine; 
When Britiſb kings ſhall dignify my verſe, 
Great Arthur's conqueſts, and his laurePd hearſe ; 
When Launcelot, and each advent'rous knight, 
Shall ſhine illuſtrious in the ranks of fight ; 

(O may the heav'ns allow a length of days, 

And Phebus warm me with poetic rays) 

When banner'd hoſts ſhall crowd the chalky ſhore, 
And Britiſh ſwords ſhall bluſh with Saxon gore. 


When all the pageantry of lite is paſt, 
And, full of years, I yield my breath at laſt ; 
He then ſhall heave the agonizing ſigh, 
(The tear of friendſhip trembling in his eye) 
With tender care inter my lov'd remains, 
And tell my fortunes to the liſt'ning ſwains ; 
Wiſh ev'ry virtue in full light difplay'd, 
And o'er my errors throw a ſoften'd ſhade. 
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Perhaps the artiſt ſhall my features trace 
In living marble, and recal each grace; 
With bays or myrtle bind my flowing hair, 
And o'er the whole breath Grecia's nobleſt air ; 
But I ſhall reſt ſecure in endleſs peace, 


And ev'ry paſſion of the man ſhall ceaſe. 


If certain honors ſhall the juſt await, 
Mine, too, the glories of a future ſtate ; 
My ſpirit ſhall aſcend the bleſs'd abodes, 
And dwell with thoſe, whoſe victues made them gods ; 
Then will I traverſe yon etherial ſky, 
And view this ſpeck of earth with pitying eye ; 
See the vain toils of mortals here below, 
And what the fates permit, ſhall clearly know : 
Youth's purple luſtre ſhall my brow inveſt, 
And cloudleſs ſunſhine gild my placid breaſt. 


AR 


EPITAPH of BION; 


FROM THE 


GREEK of Mos cus. 


O M OURN, ye Naiad: of the Doric wave, 
O mourn your much lov'd Bior's early grave ; 
O mourn, ye ſhady woods and ſunny dales, 
Le murm'ring ſtreamlets, and ye ſighing gales; 
Exhale, ye drooping flowrs, a weak perfume, 
Ye fading roſes languiſhingly bloom; 
Let trains of woe on hyacinths be read, 
The ſweeteſt warbler of the grove is dead. 
Begin, Sicilian nine, the ſong of woe, 
And let the tear of grief and friendſbip flow. 
12 | Crit 
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Ye nightingales conceal'd in green-wood ſhades, 
Tell the ſad tale to Aretbu/a's maids ; EN 
How Bion's number'd with th' CA throng, 
And with him fades the verſe and Doric ſong. 


Begin, &c. 


Lament ye ſwans by Strymes's echoing ſtream, 
In ſofteſt numbers tell the mournful theme ; 

In numbers, ſuch as Bion uſed to ſing 

| When his flow muſic ſay'd your flitting wing; 

O tell the Thracian nymphs on Hebrus ſhore, 
Tell that the Doric Orpheus is no more. 


Begin, &c. 

No more the firſt of ſhepherds tunes his lay, 
Beneath the oak, where filver riv'lets firay ; | 
Now ſings our Bion on th' Elyfien plain, 
While thronging ſhades admire the wond'rous ſtrain; 
Silent his hills—his herds refuſe to feed, | 
His flocks negle@ the verdure of the mead. 


ws 


Begin, Ke. 


Phebur laments the ſwain's untimely fate, 

The Faun and Satyrs mourn his ſhort liv'd date; 
In ſtreams of grief the gurgling fountains flow, 
And echo wails her loſs in ſpeechleſs woe. 
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No more the nymphs ſhall catch the flying ſound, 
Nor bid the ſong from Hybla's vale rebound: | 
Fall'n are the bluſhing fruits from ev'ry tree, 
And ev'ry flow'r has loſt its bloom for thee 
The ſheep no more her milky ſtore beſtows, 
Nor from the hive the labour'd honey flows : 
No more let Hybla's meads their honey boaſt, 


For with our Bion ev'ry ſweet is loſt, 


Begin, &c. 


The dolphins mourn him by the ſounding main, 
The nightingales renew their melting ſtrain ; 
The hov'ring ſwallow circles round his tomb, 
And mild Alcyone * his doom. | 


Begin, &c. 


The cianging ſea-mew from the azure wave, 
Laments the blooming youth's untimely grave; 
No more his birds round eaſtern Memnon ling, . 
They mourn the ſwain of Arethuſa's ſpring. 


Begin, &c. ED 0 


Ye nightingales bewail the brave and young, 
For you his ditty'd airs the ſhepherd ſung : 


Ye ſwallows anſwer from the ſhady groves, 
O in ſoft murmurs breath your plaints, ye doves. _ 


Begin, &c. I 2 


Ln 

D ever honor d, who ſhall tune thy reed! 
What daring hand ſhalt claim fo rich a meed! 

Still from thy lips the ſoft notes ſeem to ſteal, 

| While echo wafts them o'er the winding dale; 

1 To Pan thy pipe I bear—but he'll decline, 
Nor dare to tune the reed that once was thine. 
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| Begin, &c. 


Fair Galatea ſhall thy loſs deplore, 

| Oft did ſhe hear thee on the ſhelving ſhore ; 
Unlike the Cyclop's numbers was thy ſtrain, 

The goddeſs liſten'd from the leve!'d main; 

Forlorn ſhe ſtrays beſide the murm'ring deep, 

And fill ſhe feeds her much lov'd Bian's ſheep. 


| Begin, &c. 
[ 


Wich thee the muſe's gifts have all decay'd, 
Ide ſighing ſhepherd, and the love-ſick maid; 
| Around thy tomb the weeping graces mourn, 

| 


The ſpeaking marble cypreſs wreaths adorn : 
Venus no more for loſt Adonis ſighs, 


| A deeper ſorrow dims her ſtarry eyes. 

| O Mele, teach thy echoing wave, once more 
WV! The fong of woe: firſt on thy willow'd ſhore 
| [| You mourn'd immortal Homer, prince of ſong, 
| | And rolPd the ſwelling tide of grief along. 

| 

1 
| 
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Again, O ſacred ſtream, that tribute pay 
To ſetting virtue, and to Bior's lay; 
Each bard was dear to the Pierian maids, 
The ſprings gf Pindus, and Aoria's ſhades : 
One ſung Achilles on the plains ef Troy, 
The beauteous Helen, and the Phrygian boy; 
The other ſang not havoc's wild alarms, 
Nor bade the trumpet rouze the chiefs to arms: 
He tun'd his reed where dark'ning foreſts ſpread, 
(The num'rous herds around their maſter fed) 
He taught th' enamour'd youth his cauſe to plead, 
He ſooth'd the ſorrows of the love-lorn maid ; _ 
With dittics ſweet his cares the ſwam beguil'd, 
And on his lays the Paphian goddeis ſmil'd.. 


Begin, &c. 


For thee, my Bion, flows the ſilent tear, 
O teacher, ever henor'd, ever dear: 
From thee, in earlieſt youth, I learr'd the ſong, 
To thee the lateſt of my lays belong ; 
To other ſwains you left your golden fields, 
To me the fame which Aganippe yields. 


Begin, &c. 


When mal'ows in the garden fade away, 
The verdant parſley, and the aniſe gay, 
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Again they bloom, again in pride appear, 
And lend new fragrance to the coming year: 
But we the wiſe, the noble, and the brave, 
Muſt reſt for ever in the ſilent grave: # 
In endleſs gloom our Bion muſt remain, 
Faſt bound by death's inextricable chain. 


Begin, &c. 
What hand relentleſs nip'd our Bion's bloom? 
O fay what poiſon to his lips could come ? 


The iron wretch in wickedneſs how ſtrong ! 
Who mix'd the poiſon—while he heard the ſong. 


Begin, &c. 


What dire diſaſters wait the guilty tribe ? 
No hecatombs the gods of vengeance bribe : 


I © could I wander through the fygion grove, 


Like wiſe Ulyfes, or the fon of Fove® ; 
Then ſhould I come to Pluto's dreary reign, #4 
And in his halls ſhould hear thy matchleſs ſtrain 
The rural lay, for Proſerpine, rehearſe, 

The queen ſha!l honor thy Sicilian verſe ; 
She, too, has warbl'd on th' AE/nen ſtrand, 
And play'd with virgins on the yellow ſand : 


Hercules. 


E 
The Thracian lyre obtain'd the long loſt fair, 
Relentleſs Charon heard the poet's pray'r. 
O might thy numbers, rigid Pluto, ſway, 
And quick reſtore thee to the realms of day 
Were mine thy reed, I'd ſooth th' unfeeling ſhades, 
Thy airs, once more, ſhould float along our glades. 
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| Third Book of the Argonautics 
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Tren os Hees fhone above the ret, 

In ev'ry geſture was the prince confeſt ; 

What grace, what beauty o'er his viſage play'd ! 
Alaſs! too lovely for the magis maid / 

On the illuſtrious chief her glances ſteal, 

+ Her cheek, all crimſon, glows beneath her vei! : 
Anxious, ſhe ſees the blooming youth depart, 
And with her heroe goes her beating heart. 
The Argonauts retire, (a penſive train) 

Aud bend their footſteps towards the ſable main. 
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Chalciop?, who dreads Xeta's gloom, 
Seeks with her children her ſequeſter'd room: 
Medea, now, a thouſand thoughts revolves, 
Now forms a plan, and now that plan, diſſolves; 
Love pours his torrent of bewitching cares, 
Her hopes now riſe, and now her ſoul deſpairs: 
Now, in idea, o'er the prince ſhe ran, 
And view'd each feature of the matchleſs man: 
How mild his eye! how broad his ſpreading cheſt + 
How bright the purp'e of his ſweeping veſt ! 
How graceful from his ſeat the warrior roſe ! 
(His words were ſofter than deſcending ſnows 
His voice ſtill ſounded in her raviſt'd ear 
As down her cheek ſoft flow'd the ſilent tear: 
She mourn'd her Jaſon, as already kill'd, | 
(The bulls of Mars victorious in the field) 
This bitter thought her tortur'd boſom wrung, | 
And thoſe weak accents faulter*d from her tongue: 
Ah me! what anguith do the fates portend j | 
The clouds ſti!! blacken, and the ſtorms deſcendy 
« Why ſhould I grieve if god-like JD fall ? 
« Juſt ſeen—a ſtranger in my father's hall, | 
« What if he fal tho beauteous, juſt and brave 
« But—righteous heav'n wil! ſo much virtue ſave. | 
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O goddeſs Perſeir*, may the chief return, 
May Grecian matrons pious incenſe burn : 
« But if the gods have fix'd the heroe's date 
« O might he know—Medea did not hate.” 
So mourn'd the virgin, by her love oppreſt, 
And cares tumultuous roll'd within her breaſt. 


Night ſpread her ſhade—the ſcamen vie wd 0 far 
Onions uſtre, and the northern ſtar ; 
The weary traveller was ſunk in fleep, 
No careful centinels their. ſtation keep ; 
Ev'n fitxen ret had ſeal'd ſome parent's eye, 
Who lately ſaw her much lov'd offspring die: 
No barking dog is heards no buzzing ſound ; 
How black the gloom ! the ſilence how profound! 
But downy Somnus fled the Colchian maid, 
For god-like 7a/on was her foul afraid; 
In fancy's eye the ſaw the warrior lain, 
{His beauteous body mangled on the plain) 
Dark waves of ſorrow pour their angry tide, 
Now here, now there, her wav'ring thoughts divide; 
Thus flies the ſplendor of the ſolar beam, 


When quick reflected from the chryſtal ſtream, 


With which, ſome nymph had 614 the poliſh'd vaſe, 
From fide to fide the trembling glory plays. 


* Herete. 
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Such is the virgin's mind, ſhe deeply ſighs, 
And tears of anguiſh dim her ſhining eyes ; 
A thouſand cares her tender heart aſſail, 
Her love now rages - now her doubts prevail: 
She then reſolves to uſe her magic power, 
And aid her lover in the dang'rous hour: 
She now deſigns to pierce her tender breaſt, 
And leave the hero by black fate oppreſt : 
Again, fhe loves the golden light of day, 
Nor will ſhe herb, or myſtic charm convey. 
Long time the maiden ſate with penſive look, 
At length in ſecret to her ſoul ſhe ſpoke : 
« Ah! wretched me! unnumber'd woes ſurround, 
« From this fierce war no refuge can be found: 
« Oh! had J falln in my morning's bloom, 
« By Cynthia's dart, and met an early tomb; _. 
<« Before the ſons of bright Chalciope, 
% Sought fam'd Achaia o'er the ſwelling ſea; 
«« Before my eyes beheld this prince of Greece, 
« (Some demon ſent him for the purple fleece) 
« Why, let him periſh if the fates decree, 
« What is the fortune of this Greek to me? 
« Shall I, without eta's knowledge, tell 
4 The ſecret charm, and give the pow'rful ſpell ? 
« Oh! in what words ſhall I the chief addreſs, 
« Or how the purpoſe of my mind expreſs ? 
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« Say, muſt I call him from his martial train, 
« And all the feelings of my heart explain? 
0 But if he dies—what endleſs cares deftroy ! 
Set is my ſun—and blaſted all my joy; 
« Let bluſhing ſhame, let modeſty depart, 
« Let love alone poſſeſs my vanquiſh'd heart: 
Safe ſhall the warrior be— (his labour &'er, ) 
©« And his wing'd veſſel ſeek ſome diſtant ſhore ; 
« The nooſe diſgraceful, or the poiſon'd bowl, 
« Shall calm each tempeſt of Medea's ſoul 0 
« Unkind detraction will attack my name, 
« With taunts ungen'rous wound my virgin fame ; 
« The Colchian matrons ſhall diſplay my fate, 
« And thus indulge their malice and their hate : 
« Here lies Medea, wicked, impious maid, 
« Who for a ſtranger youth her fire betray'd, 
« With deeds ignoble ſtain'd her princely race, 
% Her's be black infamy, and foul diſgrace : . 
« With blameleſs honor let me cloſe my days, 
« My name illumin'd by fair virtue's rays ; 
« Spotleſs I'll view tern Pluto's awful ſhrine, 
« Fer deeds ignoble tain my princely line.” 


Now toward the magic vaſe ſhe ſhap'd her way, 
Where healthful drugs, and baneful philtres lay; 
Sharp tears in torrents dovn her brealt deſcend, 
Loudly ſhe ſighs, and mourns her hapleſs end : 
Fowards the fell poiſon now ſhe ſtretch'd her hand, 
But the dire horrors of the Stygian ſtrand 


E 
And greizly Oreus, ſwam before her ſight, 
With death's dim ſhadows, and eternal night : 
A wiſh for life again her ſoul poſſeſt, 
And calmer grew the purpoſe of her breaſt; 
Remembrance, now, her former friends endears, 
(The Colchian damſels, her beloy'd compeers) 
Now fairer ſmile the azure fields on high, 
And brighter ſuns adorn the cloudleſs ſky ; 
The ſpells, by Funo's council, ſhe removes, 
And longs for morning and the chief ſhe loves ; 
Her ſkilful hand prepares the potent charm, 
To ſteel his courage, and his foes diſarm ; 
While towards the eaſt ſhe rolls her anxious eyes, 
To ſee the purple bluſh of morning riſe. 


Aurora, now, unfolds her golden ray, 
The royal virgin hails the ſpringing day; 
Bright are her charms—ſhe looks divinely fair, 
With niceſt art ſhe braids her yellow hair, 
Which o'er her ſhoulders in diſorder hung, 
When wild diſtraction had her ſoul unſtrung ; 
She breaths of fragrant oils, and rich perfume, 
And on her cheeks the new- born roſes bloom; 
Her mantle graceful floats along the ground, 
Her ſnowy veil, with ſilver fringe, is bound; 
Sublime ſhe moves along the ſpacious dome, 
Thoughtleſs of woes—of direful woes to come. 

Se 


BSISTLE | 


Mrs. M E AR E S. 


Fon you, my friend, whoſe ſenſe, matur'd by years, 
Has laid aſide vain hopes and idle fears; 
Sees pomp and honor in their native light, 
Deluſive meteors to beguile our ſight: 
For you, my friend, I write the moral ſong, 

Kind is your ſoul, your judgment clear and ſtrong. 


And you, my friend, can feel another's ſmart, . 
A ſtranger's ſorrow touch'd your tender heart. 
Oft have I ſeen the ſympathizing tear, 

(To ſacred frendſhip be it ever dear) 
O may the heav'ns allow a fair reward, | 
May bright-wing'd Seraphs be your conſtant guard. 
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Long has your friend on various ſhores been caſt, 
- Driv'n by each wave, the ſport of ev'ry blaſt ; 
Hope held ſome ſplendid pageant to my view, 
Still from my reach the bright deception flew ; 
I Round a frail mould'ring column I have hung, 
I loiter'd idly, and I idly ſung: 
But now, adieu, to fancy's roſeat flow'rs, 
| To fairy dales, and amaranthine bow'rs; 
"Tis time my fewrideas to condenſe, 
And leave gay trifles, for plain common ſenſe ; 
Vain is the verſe, how ſmooth ſoe'er it flows, 
1. garb of wiſdom is majeſtie proſe; | 
But, if I fill muſt haunt the muſe's ſhade, 
| Let ſome ſound moral precept be convey'd : 
How, thro” this ſea of ſtorms our courſe to ſteer, 
And how to ſooth our pains and ſorrows here; 
Life, at the moſt, is but a ſummer day, 
And we, its inſets, baſking in the ray. 


Fair ſhone the bluſhing flow'r, our much-loy'd'youth, 
His eye was innocence, his ſmile was truth; 
Relentleſs fate the ſplendid gift deny'd, 
Adonis f ell, his parent's hope aud pride; 

O ceaſe, ye damaſk roſes, ceaſe to blow, 
Ye nymphs of Slaney, wear the robes of woe. 


How vain, how tranſient are our early joys, 


Meer exhalations, which a breeze deſtroys. 
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Armida's garden, or Aleina's iſle, 
Where roſes bloom, and pleaſures ſeem to ſmile; 
We row impatient for thc happy ſhore, 
The golden landſcape fades, and charms no more; 
Youth's bleſſings vaniſh from our cheated eye, 
Like painted rainbows in a ſhow'ry ſky. 


Now what are ripen'd manhoods prudent ſchemes ? 
More ſpecious reaſoning, and more ſolid dreams; 
In fair proportion is the fabric plann'd, 
And wiſdom ſeems to guide the forming hand; 
But ſtrip the bui ding of its thin diſguiſe, 
Gods! what a maſs of fraud and folly lies. 


Here's one, the friend of arbitrary ſway, 
He ſays, whole millions muſt a king obey ; 
Muſt bow their necks beneath his iron rod, 
And pray to Ceſar, as they pray to God. 


 Whence thoſe baſe tenets, which no man can bear ? 


To heap up thouſands for his worthleſs heir; 
His country's curſe attends him to the grave, 


His prince, in ſecret, ſhall deſpiſe the ſlave. 


Another laughs at pomp and fripp'ry things, 
He murders ſtateſmen and depoſes kings; 
He flies from Zurope and her poliſh'd crimes, 


To woo rough freedom in the Wiftern climes ; 


— 


— 
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The growling Tyger, at his voice, ſhall bend, 
O'er vaſt Savannahs ſhall his rule extend: 
At length ſome Indian takes his deſp'rate aim, 
Our virtuous Solon falls like common game; 
Whence all his toils, whence all the laws he made? 
To be himſelf the deſpot of the ſhade. 


The bard, whom Phebus with his heat infpires, 
Whoſe numbers ſooth us, and whoſe fancy fires; 
Who paints the heroe and th' enſanguin'd plain, 
While weſt-winds fan him thro? a broken pane ; _ 
He ſeems to ſtarve, for everlaſting fame, 

That ſculptur'd marble may record his name 
Of all his labour'd vigils, what the end? 
To get a dinner, or procure a friend. 


When hoary age has ev'ry limb oppreſt, 
When wiſdom wiſhes for eternal reſt; 
When pride and pow'r no more their influence hold, 
When all is ſwallow'd in the luſt of gold; 

The miſer counts his beads with ceaſcleſs care, 
For one year more to ſtarve his hungry heir; 
For one year more to ſee his foreſts riſe, 

( ill-fated foreſts when Avaro dies, 

Before the ruthleſs axe the oak muſt bend, 

The lofty pines ſhall from their hills deſcend :) 
Heav'n-ward his pray'rs and wiſhes ſeem inclin'd, 
But ill to Mammon bends his earthly mind, 
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From youth to manhood, and from thence to age, 
While man remains upon this buſy ſtage, 
delt-love direQs us, all the wiſe men ſay, 
bo Pope has told us in his golden lay; 
pelt-love's the principle our ſteps to guide, - 


Wt makes us humble, or it gives us pride; 

p<li-love has made the fainted martyrs 8 

| akes Bilo drunken, makes Narciſſa fine 
delf-love's the principle we all conceal, 

N et, every action does its ſtrength reveal. 

What gen' ral maxim ſhall we now deduce, 

Of ſo id value, and of ſterling uſe ? 

| Cince life is maſquerade, and all's diſguiſe, 

ruſt not too much—to doubt is to be wiſe. 


When fame, when fortune vaniſh from my view, 
hen all my velvet friends ſhall bid adieu; 
hen the blood chills, when ev'ry pulfe ſhall die, 
nd miſty ſhadows ſwim before my eye ; 
hat ray of comfort then ſhall gild my breaſt ? 
What hope ſhall lull my beating ſoul to reſt? 
No honor broken, and no truſt betray'd, 
injur d orphan, no deluded maid ; 
7 ſometimes driv'n by paſſion's tide along, 
The end ſtill virtuous, tho! the means were wrong. 


AN 
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To diſſuade young Perſons from 
PoETICAL PURSUITS. 


Bol p is th' aſpiring youth, who dares to climb 

Th' aerial ſummit of the ſacred hill“; 
Who dares to woo the muſe, to build the rhyme, 

And dauntleſs drinks the deep Honian rill. 


Fair ſpreads the opening proſpect to his view, 
What vernant meads! what golden plains appear 
Unclouded ſuns, and ſkies ſerenely blue, 
What ſplendid glories mark the circling year! 


* Parnaſſus. / 
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His pride impels him to the love of fame, 
Aloft he ſoars upon her cagle wings; 
Eager he graſps at an ideal name, 

And o'er the lyre his hand he boldly flings. 


Fond youth, beware, you tread on magic ground, 
Court not a garland of poetic bays: 
Still with the roſe, the painſul thorn is found, 


It is a doubtful, and a dang'rous praiſe, 


Soon will your ſmiling landſcape fade away, 
Soon will you find your glory in its wane; 

| When wint'ry ſuns ſhall ſhoot a languid ray, 
And dark'ning clouds obſcure th' etherial plain, 


What mighty meed has been the poet's lot ? 
What bright reward has crown'd his ceaſeleſs toil? 
What, tho his labour'd lines are ne'er forgot, 
His tedious vigils o'er the midnight oil. 


Who, like great Homer, wak'd the living lyre? 
Let by precarious bounty was he fed; 
Had not immortal Lusam Fove's own fire? 
Yet, in imperial Rome the poet bled. 


Diſaſt'rous chance, Torguato *, ſure, was thine, 
Tho' thy tranſcendent luſtre never dies, 
Ne'er with her ſmiles on thee did fortune ſhine, 
Thy death was lanc'd from Eleanora'sy eyes. 
$ *® Torquato Taſſo. 
+ Elennors of Eſte, the duke of Fey's ue 


L 1] 
Illuſtriots Camoens won a deathleſs fame, 
See | Mars and Phebus on the bard attend; 
The diſtant eaſt reveres his honor'd name, 
Vet, in affliction, did his fun deſcend. 


Ev'n Colinet*, whom all the muſes love, 
Whom all the nymphs, and all the ſwains adore ; 
Keen diſappointment often did he prove, 
And pin'd in anguiſh by his Mulla's ſhore. 


Fond youth beware, decline th' inſidicus muſe, 
Hear not the magic of her ſyren ſtrain; 

Unwiſe the man, who ſtill her track purſues, 
For ſcience, wit, and genius blaze in vain, 
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I, too, have courted the Pierian maids, 
From ſad experience, I rehearſe the tale; 

My morn I ſpent beneath their barren ſhades, 
Cold winds till nip them, and ſharp froſts aſſail. 


He, who ſhall wait until the evening's cloſe, 
And with a fancied wreath adorn his brow ; 

What cares, what ſorrows, muſt he not oppoſe? 
Such cares, ſuch ſorrows, as invade me now. 


® Spenſer. 
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The mule's voice ſhall charm my ſoul nd more, | 
Adieu! O Phebus, and ye laurel'd nine; 3 
Ill guide my ſmall kiff to ſome ſbelter d ſhore, , 
Where Zephyr: blow, and kinder ſuns ſhall ſhine. 
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TO THE 
EARL or CAREISLE 


WITH THF 
Life of the Chevalier B A TAR D. 


Bar ARD, whoſe mem'ry, virtue's tears embalns, 
Muſt high · born Howard's kind indulgence claim; 
In glory's field, he won the knightly palm, 
Applauding nations ſeal the hero's fame, 
Nor eer ſhall dark oblivion blot his name; 
— Ty hiſtoric muſe ſhall blazon his renown, 
Bright ſhall it ſhine an unextinguiſh'd flame; 
_Unfading laurels fhall the warrior crown, 
Without a cloud his radiant. ſun went down : . 
Great was his courage in his country's cauſe, 
The plume of war, he fear'd no hoſtile frown; 
His ſword maintain'd fair honor's ſtricteſt laws: 
Such Bayard was, and ſich would Carliſle be, 
Were this the age of arms, and chivalry. 
L 
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Wy AT honors wait immortal Tafſo's lyre! 
What raptures crown Marino's flowing rhymes ! 
Remoteſt nations Godfrey's deeds admire, 
And fair Adonis blooms thro? diſtant times. 
See ! where the ſun from eaſtern ocean climbs, 
See! where he dips his wheels in weſtern main ; 
Ev'n there man's rugged breaſt, the muſe ſublimes, 
And wins the ſoul from anguiſh and from pain; 
The haughty tyrant, purpled cer with crimes, | 
; Reveres the muſe, reveres the poet's ſtrain : 
The fam'd Nepenthe was harmonious ſong, | 
The ſtreams of Pindus quench'd the thirſt of woe; 
O may the gods ſoft melody prolong, 
And Helicon's deep ſprings for ever flow. 
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Nor let Arabia boaſt. her thouſand ſongs, 
And thouſand bards illunt'd by ray divine, 
To us celeſtial melody belongs, | 
To us indulgent are the ſacred nine. L 
Pope, Parnel, Dryden, oft have ſweetly ſung, F 
Oft warm'd the heart, and drawn the melting tea; 
The wood-crown'd hill, and valley oft have rung, 
Angelic legions oft have ſtoop'd to hear. 
Behold a bard from Zify's echoing ſhore,  -— — 
To him her choiceſt gifts, the muſe imparts, . + 
Gives the deep lyre, gives fancy's richeſt ore, 
J] be tend'reſt verſe, and ſatire's keeneſt darts; 
Whether he ſings of Twiſt and Murcia's maid, 
Or ſooths, with melting airs, his Clara's ſhade. 
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N 
Each dr bela: the noi water: fall, 
Or by the murmurs of the Dargle-fiream, 
O'er hung by frowning rocks, and foreſts tall, : 
My woe-worn muſe reſounds her plaintive theme 
With the laſt glances of the ſetting beam: 
Each day I wander thro” the fair demeſne, 
And dark embow'ring ſhades of Pow! s lord, 
To ſeek, in ſilent grove, th“ Aonian train, 
Who teach my hand to ſtrike the trembling chord, 
And Joys freſh-ſpringing to my ſoul afford. 
My brighteſt years are running down to waſte, 
Stern fate has frown'd upon my ſummer prime; 
Oh! in ſome haven may my bark be caſt, 
And rays of comfort gild my evening time. 
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Wur LE ſome admire Potofi's ſplendid ore, 
And raptur'd gaze on Delby's gorgeous throne, 
Mine be ſome ſilent, ſome ſequeſter”; d ſhores. - - 
To dwell with friendſhip, , and the muſe alone: 
With choſen friends to take the evening walk, 
To mark the landſcape as we paſs along; 
Of nature's wiſdom, and her works to talk, 
From thence to learn the OG: | 
Ne'er let the luſt of lucre warp my breaſt, _ 
Nor wild ambition fire my kindling foul; 
Still in my native country let me reſt, | 
Still let my Glent days unnotic'd roll; 
Mine be the morning breeze, and evening gale, 
The murm ring ſtreamlet, and the woody dale. 
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An va any! for me the ſun in vain, 

With fluid gold illumes the azure ſky ; 
Dead is my ſoul to Cher god-like firain, 

To muſic's voice, and beauty's cheering eye, 
Drear ſorrow only to my heart is nigh. 

Ah! what avails imagination's glow, 

The pictur d landſcape, ting'd with brighteſt dye, 

Unfeeling death now aims his certain blow, 

And lays the caftled pile of fancy low. 

Oh ! ſwift tranſport me to ſome milder clime, 
Where friendly ſuns a genial warmth beſtow ; 
There wait the flow, the ſure approach of time, 
And languith out eſtrang d from hopes or ſcars, 
The ſickly remnant of declining years. 
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N OW ſets the ſun in oceans purple wave, 
And ſober evening from her miſty throne, 
Enſhrouds the ſceptred monarch, and the ſlave; 
Contentment's ſmile, and ſorrow's languid moan z 
And now the ſoften'd radiance of the moon 
To contemplation calls the truly wiſe, 
O ſons of nature, aſk. ſome glorious boon, 
To win high wiſdom, and to walk the ſkies :: 

Aſk not the gilded ſhackles of the great, 

Whieh cramp the genius, and the ſoul confine ;: 
Aſk not the Perfan Sephy's high eſtate, 

Nor the long glories of.the Othman line; 
But aſk immortal Zomer's matchlefs fire, 
Or Pindar”'s eagle wing, and his ſonorous lyre. 
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N Ha LTH to my Shah whom all the muſes love, 
(The muſes love the elegant and = 
Apollo will the beauteous theme approve, 
(Apollo, beauteous with the yellow hair. ; | 
If ſtately chivalry adorn'd the land, 
If haughty barons fought with ſpear and ſhield,” 
Some knight of highrenown would court thy hand, - 
And wear thy emblems in the liſted field. 
Health to my friend, and to thy blooming train, 
May heav'n's beſt bleſſings round thy manſion flow ; 
May all thy virtues with thy race remain, 
May mitred honors grace thy WILLIAM's brow : 
Oer thee, while fortune waves her golden wing, 
My ſoul ſhall brighten, and my muſe ſhall ſing. 


Peace to the bard, whom gallant Sidney lov'd, 
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Brcur is the ſerene Ma ſummer ſky, 
Bright are the clouds which wait the ſetting throne 
Of evening ſuns, and bright is poeſy, | 
Her cheering influence diſtant nations own. 


Fam'd were the bards of foft Italia / clime, 


Fam'd was the ſhepherd of the Mule ſheen ; 
Now for his Naiad: did he build the rhyme, 

Now ſung the glories of the maiden gueen, 
He told of knights and ladies gentle deeds, 

Of feats of arms, and lover's melting ſighs ; 
Lo! Elfin champions, with their magic ſteeds, 

(An awful proſpect) ſtrike our wond'ring eyes. 


Whom Albion honor'd, and the fair approv'd. 
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Tunm not, my rind the tear, | 


(The copious tear to anguiſh gives relief 
May the fair reſe to mem'ry ſtill be dear, 

And ſtill renew ſincere, but gentle grief; 
Sweet was its fragrance, in the orient ray, 
| eee eee 
The candid bluſh, how innocently gay! - 

The lovely index of a god-like mind. | 
One, you have loſt—but others claim your e care 

To guide heir foot-ſteps to unſullied fame: 
dae, glides a cherub thro? the fields of air, 

The others, fondly, liſp their parent's name; 
Oh! may yous breaſt, its wonted calm, reſume, 
Your proſpeds brighten, and your bekuty bloara. 
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Wu EN Sol illumes the mountains of the eaſt, 
The bending Perfian adoration pays; | 
The ſoft [onian, with his flowing veſt, 
Tiara'd Lycians hail the glorious blaze, 
And ſwarthy Memphis pours the ſong of praiſe, 
When from on high, he flings his noon-tide beam; 
And when aſlant he gilds with evening rays 
Green Arno's ſhore, and Tiber's yellow ſtream, 
The Auſonian youths adore his milder gleam, 
And od'rous incenſe on his altars pile ; 
Lo! white-robed Druid ſing the ſplendid theme, 
When his laſt Tadiance tinges Mona's iſle; 
Such is the luſtre of my blameleſs friend, 
In ſuch effulgence ſhall her day deſcend. 
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IN LODE DELLD 


Signor TO R QUAT 0 TASSO. 


L ANIMA infpira, O F onorata maſa, 
Muſa invocata gii di grande Tafo, 
Eſprima il ſuon di lode, e ne ricuſa 

| Spargerſi i fiori, ſcelto e il don che baſſo. 


Quando vegg io di ſpaventoſo Argante 
Rotar la ſpada, e folgorar il viſo, 

E I grande Turco * fi fiero in ſembiante, 
Quel grande Turco a gran guerrieroF ucciſo. 
*  Parmi ſcoprirſi il diſſerrato inferno, 
E l ßer Platane oſcurare il cielo, 

Ma in buon* G edo ſplende il Dio eterno, 
E fiammeggia virtude ſenza velo. 


Quando bellezze fue Armida ſpiega, 
O che col pianto il volto Erminia adombra, 
Ben duro cuor ha I huom', che queſta niega, 
O cuilo ſpirto, quella non ingombra. 


C' ol dolce ſuon di boſcareccia avena 
Cunta il paſtor la ſua paſtorella, 
In mexo aſſiſo dell' ombroſa ſcena, 
E ſpeglio a lei fi fa l' un” onda bella. 
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